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No Room in the Inn 


By D. L. Moody 


“And they laid him in a 
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manger, because there was no 


room for them in the inn.”—Luke 2:7. 


The human heart is very much like that inn at Bethlehem 
—no room for Christ, Every true child of God for four thou- 
sand years had been looking out into the mist of the future, 
and had been listening to hear the sound of His footfall. Yet 


the very first thing we hear 
that there is no room for Him. 


Mark how He might have come, 
with all the pomp and all the 
glory of that upper world. It would 
have been a great condescension 
for Him to have been born in a 
palace, rocked in a golden cradle, 
and fed with a golden spoon, and 
to have had the angels come down 
to be His nurses. But He gave up 
all the glory of that world; He 
was born of a poor woman, and 
His cradle was a manger, the low- 
est position that He could take on 
earth. 


Then, for a moment, just think 
what He had come for. He had 
come to bless, not to curse; to lift 
up, not to cast down; to seek and 
save that which was lost; to give 
sight to the blind; to open prison 
doors and set captives free; to 
reveal the Father’s love; to give 
rest to the weary; to be a blessing 
to the whole world—and yet we 
find there is no room for Him. 


In all the thirty-three years He 
was down here we do not find one 
place where He was royally receiv- 
ed, one place where the officials 
came to meet Him or give Him 
welcome. But we do find that He 
was buffeted and jeered and mock- 
ed and insulted and_ derided. 
Nazareth was considered one of 
the meanest towns in Galilee, and 
yet even Nazareth did not have 
room for Jesus Christ. 


This World Does Not Want 
Jesus Now 
We speak of this being the age 
of Christianity; a time of culture 
and great advancement in intelli- 
gence; but where is there a nation 
today that wants Jesus Christ? 


If Christ should return to earth, | 


do you know a nation or a people 
that would tolerate Him? Is there 
a city in the world that would cast 
its vote for Him? Not one. 


Perhaps someone here from the 
country is saying, “Oh, the cities 
all are bad, but the countries 
would go for Him.” I doubt if 
there is a village or district any 
where that would give one vote in 
a hundred for the Saviour of the 
world. 

I am sure there wasn’t room in 
England for Christ when I was 
there. Not only is there no room 
for Him in nations, but sides or 
parties do not want him. The com- 
mercial men don’t want Him. I 
tell you your ledgers would be kept 
very differently if Christianity had 
anything to do with commerce. 
Your court house would be differ- 
ently administered. I guess some 
of you lawyers would find your 
occupations gone. There is not a 
single profession I know of that 
wants Jesus Christ. 

I’ve an idea that none of your 
secret societies want Him. Your 
fashionable people, what is called 
the upper ten, would not bear His 
presence. Why, if you were to talk 
of Christ at a fashionable evening 
party they’d think you were crazy. 

The theaters don’t want Him. 
If Christ ruled on earth, the 
theaters would have to shut their 
doors. 

The Democrats don’t want Him. 
Neither do the Republicans. Let 
any man get up in Congress and 
say the Lord says so-and-so and 
they would ignore him at once. 

There are a good many churches 


when he arrives upon earth is 


that do not. want Him, I believe 
that Christ is knocking at the 
doors of a good many churches, 
and they won’t let Him in. If 
Christ were to be admitted into 
the church the formalists would 
be swept out of existence. There 
would be none of this half-heart- 
edness then. There are churches 
that would want to crucify Christ 
at once if He were here again. 
They are like that inn at Bethle- 
hem which had no room for Him. 


Did you ever have that feeling 
in your heart that nobody wanted 
you—-that nobody cared for you? 
It’s something terrible. I remem- 
ber as a boy going from store to 
store in Boston looking for work, 
and nobody wanted me; there was 
no room anywhere for me. It was 
the awfulest feeling I ever experi- 
enced. What must have been the 


(Continued on page 4) 
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Is Christ Crowded O 


Is Christ crowded out of your busy life 
With the toiling that each day brings? 

With the strain and stress of the cares that press 
You’ve no time for the King of kings. 
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Dear Mrs, Bird lay in her room, weak but safe and happy, with her sweet baby by her side. 


The Birds’ Christmas Carol 


I 


By Kate Douglas Wiggin 
A Classic Christmas Story 


A Little Snow Bird 
It was very early Christmas morning, and in the stillness 
of the dawn, with the soft snow falling on the housetops, a 
little child was born in the Bird household. 


They had intended to name the 
baby Lucy if it were a girl; but 
they had not expected her on 
Christmas morning, and a real 
Christmas baby was not to be 
lightly named—the whole family 
agreed in that. ' 

They were consulting about it in 
the nursery. Mr. Bird said that 
he had assisted in naming the 
three boys, and that he should 
leave this matter entirely to Mrs. 
Bird; Donald wanted the child 
called Dorothy after a pretty, 
curly-haired girl who sat next to 
him in school; Paul chose Luella, 
for Luella was the nurse who had 
been with him during his whole 
babyhood, up to the fime of his 
first trousers and the name sug- 
gested all sorts of comfortable 
things. Uncle Jack said that the 
first girl should always be named 
for her mother, no matter how 
hideous the name happened to be. 


Grandma said that she would 
prefer not to take any part in 
the discussion, and everybody sud- 
denly remembered that Mrs. Bird 
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“No room in the inn” for the Christ Child blest, 
“In a manger so low He lay”; 

In the hearts of men o’er 
There’s no room for Him still today. 


and o’er again, 


“The foxes have holes and the birds have nests 
But nowhere for His head divine 

Could the Son of man,” should He come again 
Find a place in your heart and mine. 


The hearts of the ones whom He died to save 
Are the home which He seeks today ; 

By His life bought, yet He is crowded out, 
And “away with Him,” still they say. 

There’s coming a day in the great sometime 
If for Christ you have never room, : 

You will knock and wait at the pearly gate, 
Crowded out there will be your doom, 


—From Poems That Preach, 110 poems for Christians, Price 60c. 
Sword of the Lord Publishers, Box 420, Wheaton, Lilinois. 


had thought of naming the baby 
Lucy for Grandma herself; and, 
while it would be indelicate for 
her to favor that name, it would 
be against human nature for her 
to suggest any other, under the 
circumstances. 


Hugh, the ‘hitherto baby,’ if that 
is a possible term, sat in one 
corner and said nothing, but felt, 
in some mysterious way, that his 
nose was out of joint, for there 
was a newer baby now, a possi- 
bility he had never taken into con- 
sideration; and the ‘first girl’ too 
—a still higher development of 
treason, which made him actually 
green with jealousy. 

But it was too profound a sub- 
ject to be settled then and there, 


on the spot; besides, Mamma had 
not been asked, and everybody felt 
it rather absurd, after all, to fore- 
stall a decree that was certain 
to be absolutely wise, just, and 
perfect. 

So Donald took his new veloci- 
pede and went out to ride up and 
down the stone pavement and 
notch the shins of innocent people 
as they passed by, while Paul spun 
his musical top on the front steps. 

But Hugh refused to leave the 
scene of action. He seated him- 
self on the top stair in the hall, 
banged his head against the rail- 
ing a few times, just by way of 
uncorking the vials of his wrath, 
and then subsided into gloomy 
silence, waiting to declare war if 
more ‘first girl babies’ were thrust 
upon a family already surfeited 
with that unnecessary article. 

Meanwhile dear Mrs. Bird lay in 
her room, weak, but safe and 
happy, with her sweet girl baby 

(Continued on page 5) 
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Now! 


By Evangelist Walt Handford, Assistant Editor 


“Behold, now is the accepted time; behold, now is the day of sal 


‘| vation.”—II Corinthians 6:2b. 


The Bible is full of reminders 
to us that we ought not to put 
things off. In the first place, salva- 
tion ought not to be put off until 
another day. The Bible tells in 
Luke 12 of the rich fool who put 
off salvation while he became a 
successful farmer and made lots 
of money. Then before he had 
time to make things right with 
the Lord he died. If you are not 
saved then today surely is the day 
when you ought to trust Christ 
and turn from your sins. 

The Bible also tells us “Go to 
now, ye that say, To day or to- 
morrow we will go into such a 
city, and continue there a year, 
and buy and sell, and get gain: 
Whereas ye know not what shall 
be on the morrow. For what is 
your life? It is even a vapour, 
that appeareth for a little time, 
and then vanisheth away.’— 
James 4:13, 14. Here God reminds 
us that whatever we know we 
should do ought to be done today. 
God tells us “that to him that 


knoweth to do good and doeth it 
not, to him it is sin.” Therefore 
for us to have any clear leading 
from God about some matter in 
our lives and not to do it immedi- 
ately is wicked and we may never 
again have the opportunity to do 
what God wants. 

It is so easy to put off doing 
things the Lord wants us to do. I 
had three serious reminders in the 
last week that life is short and 
we ought to be busy about soul 
winning. On Monday my assistant 
pastor was called to the hospital 
bedside of a neighbor who had 
been overcome with a brain hem- 
orrhage. He had called and wanted 
Bill to come and see him, evidently 
about being saved. Perhaps he had 
some premonition that he would 
not recover. Bill went to the hos- 
pital, but just a few minutes be- 
fore he arrived the neighbor had 
a convulsion, slipped into a coma 
and never recovered for Bill to 


(Continued on page 4) 
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A touching story, written nearly one hundred years ago, 
about how a rich English nobleman was turned to Christ by 
his little niece who came, unwanted, to live with him, 


THE STORY THUS FAR: 


Christmas is drawing close and the wealthy bachelor, Sir Edward Wentworth, is 
well on the way fo recovery from injuries réceived when his horse bolted and 
overturned the cartiage. Milly, the tiny orphaned niece of Sir Edward, has had great 


concetn for “probable sons,” 


especially Tommy Maxwell, Whose father is the game- 


keeper on Sit Edward's estate. One wandering man whom Milly befriended has re- 
turned to God and home and has become active in a ministry of the gospel on the 
streets of London. Milly's sweet spirit, constantly concerned with Bible stories, has 
borne deep conviction in the heart of her uncle, During his convalescence he had 
ample time to consider his own prodigal ways, 


Chapter 9 


“A Little Child Shall Lead Them” 


When Sir Edward retired to his 
room that night, he paced up and 
down for some time in front of 
his little niece’s picture that she 
had given him. His brow. was 
knitted, and he was thinking deep- 
ly. 

“T am longing. to have peace,” 
he muttered. “Why cannot I make 
up my mind to seek it! ‘I will 
arise’—ay, easy to say; it’s a 
hard and bitter thing for a back- 
Slider to retrace his steps. How 
the child stabs me sometimes, and 
how little she knows my past!’ 

He stopped and gazed at the 
picture. “And the Lord Himself 
used this as an illustration. I 
could not want anything stronger.” 

A deep-drawn sigh followed, 
then a heartfelt cry rose to heav- 
en, 

“May God have mercy on me, 
and bring me baek, for I can't 
bring myself!” 

The next morning Sir Edward 
had an interview with his keeper, 
who brought his son up with him, 


and as the tall, broad-shouldered 
young fellow stood before the 
squire, and in earnest, humble 


tones asked if he could be given a 
chance of redeeming his character 
by being employed on the estate, 
Sir Edward’s severity relaxed, and 
after a long conversation with 
him he promised he would give 
him a trial. 

He smiled grimly to himself as 
father and son left him with warm 
expressions of gratitude. 

“So that is the child’s hero! One 
whose example I might well fol- 
low. He has had the courage at 
least to take the step from which 
I am still shrinking. Why should 


I fear that my welcome home 
would be less full of love and for- 
giveness than his?” 


It was Christmas eve, a wild and 
stormy day. The wind raged 
ceasélessly round the old house, 
howling down the chimneys, and 
beating the branches of the trees 
outside against the windowpanes. 

Milly had been very busy for 
some hours helping Ford decorate 
the hall and rooms with holly and 
evergreen, though Ford would 
every now and then pause in his 
work, saying: 

“There, Miss Milly, I’m sure 
we're overdoing it. If the house 
was full of company now, I would 
take a pride in it, but I don’t be- 
lieve the master will notice wheth- 
er it’s done or not. It seems to 
me as he is getting more and more 
shut up into hisself lately. Christ- 
mas is a dull time with us.” 


All was finished at last, and 
Milly went up to the nursery and 
stood at the window, her bright 
brown eyes eagerly scanning and 
taking note of every object out of 
doors. 

“It’s a perfect hurricane,” said 
nurse, presently, as she sat with 
her work in a comfortable chair 
by the fire. “If we feel inland 
like this, what must it be at sea!” 


“T should like to be on the sea,” 
said Milly. “I love the wind, but 
I think it is getting a little bit 
too rough this afternoon. I’m rath- 
er afraid it will hurt the little 
trees. Ford said if I went out I 
should be blown away. Do you 
think, nurse, if the wind was very, 
very strong it would ever be able 
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to Blow me up to heaven?” 
“T am afraid not,’ said nurse, 


gravely, “and [I don’t think we 
could spare you, my dear. You, 


would not like to leave this world 
yet awhile.” 

“Sometimes I think I should, 
and sometimes If think I shouldn't. 
I think I should like to be blown 
up to spend a day there, and then 
come back again. Oh, nurs@, Go- 
liath is screaming and cracking 
so! I wish the wind would knock 
him over, he is a horrid old tree. 
I always think he is making faces 
at me when I run past him. 
Wouldn't it be nice to see him 
blown down?” 

“You mustn't wish that,” said 
nurse, getting up from her chair 
and moving toward the door; “it’s 
a dangerous thing for an old tree 
to be blown down. Now I'am going 
downstairs for a short time, so 
be a good child and don’t get into 
mischief while I am away.” 

Milly remained at the window 
for some minutes after the nurse’s 
departure, then her quick eyes 
noticed a poor wretched little kit- 
ten mewing pitifully as she yainly 
tried to shelter herself from the 

violent blasts by crouching close 
to a tree, 

In an instant, without thought 
of consequences, the child darted 
to the nursery door and down the 
broad oak staircase. 

“Poor pussy, I will run and 
bring her in. I expect she has run 
away from the kitchen.” 

Sir Edward was writing at his 
Study table, when an unusually 
violent gust of wind caused him 
to raise his eyes and glance out 
of the window. There, to his 


“Oh nurse! ? 
cracking so! 


Goliath is screaming and 


amazement, he saw, under the 
old oak tree on the lawn, his little 
niece, her golden brown curls fly- 
ing as she battled with the ele- 
ments, and struggled vainly to 
stoop and take the kitten in her 
arms, 


He started up from his seat, 
but as he did so a blast that shook 
the house swept by; there was an 
awful cracking, then a crash, and 
to his horror, a huge limb of the 
old oak came with an awful thud 
upon the very spot where his little 
niece was standing. 


“My God, save her!” was his 
agonized cry, aS he saw at the 
Same moment the little figure 
stagger and fall. Then, forgetting 
his weakness and lack of physical 
strength, he dashed out of the 
house, and in another instant was 
standing over her, 


His first feeling was one of in- 
tense thankfulness to find that the 
branch in falling could have only 
Slightly grazed her, as she was 
lying on the ground untouched by 
it; but as he raiséd the motionless 
figure, and noted a red mark on 
her forehead which was swelling 
rapidly, his heart sank within 
him. It did not take him long to 
carry her into her house, and he 
was met at the door by nurse, 
who wisély wasted no time in use- 
less lamentation, but set to work 
at once to restore animation to her 
little charge. Her efforts were suc- 
cessful. Milly was only slightly 
stunned, but it had been a mirac- 
ulous escape, and had the blow 
been’ an inch nearer her temple 
it might have-.been fatal. As it 
was, the child was more frightened 
than hurt, and when.<a little time 
after her uncle took her in his 
arms with unwonted tenderness, 
she clung to him and burst into 
passionate sobs. 

“Take care of me, uncle! That 
nasty old Goliath! He tried to kill 
me, he did! I saw him coming on 
the top of .me. God only just 
Saved me in time, didn’t He? 

When the bruise had been bath- 
ed and dressed by nurse, Sir Ed- 
ward still kept her on his knee, 
and after nurse had left the room, 
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Let the child résted her little head 
on his shoulder in a very sub- 
dued frame of mind, he did, what 
he had néver done yet—stooped 
over her and kissed her, saying: 


“You have been very near death 
this afternoon, little one, 
could ill have spared you.” 


Milly raised her large dark eyes 
to his. 


“If I had died I should have 
gone straight up to God, shouldn't 
1?” 

“Yes, you would.” 

“T should have liked that. I sup- 
pose He doesn’t want me yet, or 
He would have sent for me.” 

When she came down to her 
uncle that evening she raised a 
very sad little face to his from 
thé opposite side of the table. 

“Uncle Edward, have you heard 
who Goliath really did kill?” 

“Do you mean the tree that 
came on you? No one else was 
hurt, I hope?” and Sir Edward's 
tone was a little anxious. 

“She was killed dead—quite 
dead and mangled, nurse said. It 
was the poor little kitten, uncle, 
that I ran out to fetch.” 

The brown eyes were swimming 
with tears, and Milly could not un- 
derstand the smile that came to 
Sir Edward’s lips. 

“Only a kitten. Well, it was sad, 
I daresay, but there are plenty 
of kittens about the place.” 

“But, uncle, I’ve been thinking 
so much about this one. Ford says 
she had run away from the stable. 
I expect she was going to be a 
prodigal kitten, perhaps, and now 
she'll never run away any more. 
It’s so sad about her, and I think 
why it is sad is because nobody 
cares, not even nurse. She said she 
would rather it had been kitty 
than me. Poor little kitty, her 
mother will be missing her so to- 
night! Do you think, uncle, the 
wind or Goliath killed her? I 
think it was Goliath. I just looked 
out of my window on the stairs 
before I came down. The wind has 
stopped now, and the trees seemed 
to be crying and sobbing together. 
I’m syre they were sorry for kit- 
ty. I think they were tired out 
themselves, too, they have been 
so knocked about today. I wish so 
much [I had been just in time to 
save the dear little kitten.” % 

“We will not talk about her 
anymore,” said Sir Edward. “Have 
you seen Tom Maxwell lately?”’ 

Milly’s little tongue was only too 
ready to talk of him. 

“He helped nurse and me to 
get some holly in the woods yes- 
terday. I have nice talks with him 
often. He says he is very happy, 
and this will be the best Christ- 
mas he has spent in his life. Uncle, 
I want to ask you something. I’ve 
been thinking of it a great deal 
today, only since I was knocked 
down this afternoon I’ve had such 
a pain in my head I left off think- 
ing. But I’ve just remembered 
it now. You see it is really Jesus 
Christ’s birthday tomorrow, and 
I was thinking I’ve been getting 
presents for everyone in the house 
but Him. Nurse has been helping 
me with some of them. I’ve made 
nurse a kettleholder, and cook a 
needlebook, and I’ve bought a pen- 
knife for Ford, and a thimble for 
Sarah, and some handkerchiefs for 
Maxwell and Mrs. Maxwell, and 
some woolen gloves for Tommy. 
And I’ve nothing—no nothing for 
Him. If I only knew something He 
would like.” 

She paused, and a soft wistful- 
ness came into her eyes. 

“I was thinking,” she went on, 
“that perhaps I could put my pres- 
ent for Him outside the nursery 
window on the ledge. And then 
when we are all in bed, and it 
is very quiet, I expect He might 
send an angel down to bring it 
up to Him. I think He might do 
that, because He knows how much 
I want to give Him something. 
But then I don’t know what to 
give Him. Could you tell me, 
uncle?’”’ 

“T think,” said Sir Edward, 
gravely, “the only way you can 
give Him a Christmas present is 
to give something to the poor. He 
would rather have that. I will give 
you this to put in the plate to- 
morrow in church.” 

‘And Sir Edward put his hand in 
his pocket, and rolled a coin across 
the table to his little niece. 

But Milly was not satisfied. 

“This is your present,” she said, 
doubtfully. “What will you give 
Him this Christmas besides? Is 
money the only thing you can give 
Him, uncle?” 

Sir Edward pushed back his 
chair and rose from. the table, 
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It is Monday afternoon. On Sun- 
day I did about three hours of dic- 


tation, including an article for 
THE SWORD OF THE LORD and some 
important letters. Friends brought 
in a high school girl whom I was 
able to win to Christ. Today, Mon- 
day, I worked in the Sword office 
until 2:25, and now am driving 
to Chicago. Mrs. Rice and my sec- 
retary are taking me to the train. 
At 3:45 p.m. I get the Georgian 
train to Chattanooga for the next 
two days. I am one of the guest 
speakers for the Southern Baptist 
Fellowship at Highland Park Bap- 
tist Church, Dr. Lee Roberson, 
pastor. We expect pastors from 
many states for this annual fellow- 
ship meeting. 

Then home for Thursday, fol- 
lowed by a week-end speaking for 
the Greater Detroit Baptist Fel- 
lowship Conference on Soul Win- 
ning. 


Bible-Believing Pastors 
Should Stand With Us 


The present subscription cam- 
paign is of great importance to 
THE SWORD OF THE LorD. The best 
friends, the most important read- 
ers of THE Sworp, are the pastors. 
THE Sword oOF THE LorRD sub- 
scription list for many years has 
included from 15,000 to 30,000 
pastors, missionaries, and evan- 
gelists. We believe THE SworpD or 
THE LorpD is worthy of the sup- 
port-of every Bible-believing pas- 
tor. If there is some reproach on 
THE SworD OF THE LorpD for de- 
fending the Bible, for opposing sin, 
for preaching Bible separation 
from worldliness, then pastors 
ought to share that reproach. It is 
the reproach of Christ. And the 
Scripture says, “If we suffer with 
him, we shall also reign with him.” 


So we earnestly ask every pas- 
tor who stands for the principles 
and doctrines for which we stand, 
the same Bible, the same Saviour, 
the same salvation by the blood 
of Christ—to push THE Sworp 
among your church membership, 
make announcements, take sub- 
scriptions. It is doubtful if any 
ten minutes in your chufch would 
ever bring more results for God 
than ten minutes taken to give 
out sample copies of THE SworpbD 
OF THE LorpD and taking up sub- 
scriptions then and there. 


For churches, you may have the 
club rate of $2 per year. If you 
send ten or more subscriptions 
with cash, you may have free the 
editor’s new big book, The Golden 
Path to Successful Personal Soul 
Winning, a $3 value, absolutely 
free, mailed postpaid. 

I beg pastors, help us because it 
is right, because it will do good, 
because it will strengthen your 
church and strengthen the pastor’s 
leadership for Christ, the Bible, 
and soul winning. Please do what 
you can at once. Past@érs may 
ask for samples free if you will 
publicly take subscriptions. 


Address: Sword of the Lord, 
Box 420, Wheaton, Illinois. 
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His feelings were almost getting 
beyond his control. With the one 
subject that was now always fore- 
most in his thoughts, the child’s 
question rang again in his ears, 
“Is ‘money the only thing you 
can give Him, uncle?” And like 
a flash of light came a reply: 


“No, I can give myself back to 
Him, my soul and body, that have 


(Continued on page 3) 


“Ty money the only thing you can givé 
him, Uncle?’ 
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now been so long in the keeping 
of His enemy.” 

After a few minutes’ silence he 
said, in a strangely quiet voice: 


“Come, little one, it is bedtime; 
say ‘Good night,’ and run up to 
nurse!”’ 

Milly came up to him, and as 
he stood with his back to the fire 
warming his hands, she took hold 
of the ends of his coat in her little 
hands, and, looking up at him, 
said: 

“Uncle Edward, you gave me a 
kiss like a father might have done 
this afternoon. Would you mind 
very much giving me another?” 

Sir Edward looked down at the 
sweet little face raised so coaxing- 
ly to his, and then took her up 
in his arms; but after he had given 
her the desired kiss he said, with 
some effort, 

“IT want you to do something 


tonight, little one. When you say 
your prayers, ask that one of 
God's prodigal sons may _ be 


brought back this Christmas time. 
It is one who wants to return. 
Will you pray for him?” 


“Yes, uncle,” replied the child, 
softly. “And will you tell me his 
name?”’ 

“No, I cannot do that.” 

Something in his face made his 
little niece refrain from asking 
further questions. She leit him a 


moment later, and Sir Edward 
went into another room and seated 
himself in a chair by the fires 
The chimes of the village church 
were ringing out merrily, and 
presently outside in the avenue a 
little company of carol singers 
were singing the sweet old Christ- 
mas truths that none can hear un- 
touched. 

“Glory to God in 
and on earth peace, 
ward men.” 

A sense 


the highest, 
good will to- 


of the love of God 
seemed to surround his soul, and 
this verse from the Bible came 
into his mind as he mused: 

“T have loved thee with an ever- 
lasting love, therefore with loving- 
kindness have I drawn thee.” 

Could he not trace in the events 
of the last few months the hand 
of a loving Father gently calling 
His wanderer home? Stricken 
down himself, placed on a sick 
bed for reflection, brought to the 
edge of the valley of the shadow 
of death, and then tenderly re- 
stored to life and health; the 
gentle voice and life of a little 
child pleading with him day by 
day, and that life having so lately 
been miraculously preserved from 
a great danger—all this filled his 
heart with the realization of the 
mercy and loving-kindness of God; 
and when again the past came up 
before him, and the tempter drew 
near again with the old refrain, 
“You have wandered too long, you 
have hardened your heart, and 
God has shut His ear to your cry!” 
Sir Edward, by the help and power 
of the Divine Spirit, was able to 
look up, and say from the depths 
of his heart,— 

“Father, I have sinned against 
heaven, and in Thy sight, and am 
no more worthy to be called Thy 
son.” 

They were sitting in the study 
the next afternoon, the child upon 
his knee, when Sir Edward said 
suddenly, “Do you know that I 
have received a letter today about 
you?” 

“Who from?” asked Milly, with 
interest. 

“From my sister, your aunt, in 
Australia. I wrote to her when 
you eame, and she wants to have 
you out there, and bring you up 
among her own children. She says 
a friend of hers will take charge 
of you and take you to her next 
month. I must talk to nurse about 
— 

The little hands clutched hold 
of his coat sleeve tightly, but not 
a word did Milly say. Sir Edward 
noted a slight quivering of the 
lips, and a piteous, gleam in the 
soft brown eyes. He waited in 
silence for a moment, then said 
cheerfully, 

“Won't you be glad to have a 
lot of boys and girls to play with, 
instead of staying here with a 
lonely old man?” 

Still the child said nothing; but 
suddenly down went the curly 
head upon his arm, and the tears 
came thick and fast. 

Sir Edward raised the little face 
to his, “We must not have tears 
on Christmas Day,” he = said. 
“What is the matter, don’t you 
want to go?” 

“I suppose I must,” sobbed Mil- 
ly. “Ford told nurse the day I 


came that you hated children. I’ve 
always been thinking of it, but 
you have been so kind to me that 
I thought perhaps he had made a 
little mistake. Miss Kent didn’t 
want me, and now you don’t want 
me, and perhaps my aunt won't 
want me when I get there, I 
wish God wanted me, but I’m 
afraid He doesn’t. Nurse says she 
thinks He wants me to work for 
Him when I grow up. I think—I 
think I’m rather like the little kit- 
ten yesterday, that nobody was 
sorry for when she died. You said 
there were plenty more kittens, 
didn’t you?” 

‘{ don’t think there are plenty 
of small Millicents in this world,” 
and Sir Edward’s voice was 
husky. “Now listen, little woman. 
I have been thinking over the mat- 
ter, and have decided this after- 
noon to keep you with me. I find 
I do want you after all, and cannot 
afford to lose you. Supposing we 
dry these tears, and talk about 
something else.” 

And as the little 
thrown round his neck, 
full of smiles and tears like an 
April shower was lifted to his, 
the “confirmed old bachelor’ took 
to his heart the little maiden whose 
very existence had so annoyed and 


arms were 
and a face 
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By Jessie Rice Sandberg 
A Column for Wives and Mothers 


Unfinished Business 


I am a great one for starting; 


things. I’ll bet I have enough pro- 
jects started or planned to keep 
me busy for the next ten years! 


For instance, there are some 
oll portraits of my children I 
Started painting two years ago 


and have almost finished. There is 


a water color stilllife which only 
needs a little background work 
and then it will be done, In my 


desk are three chapters of a book 
I started to write, plus the outline 
and ideas for several more. I 
have a wonderful collection of 
tested and proved recipes in my 
kitchen but they will probably 


distressed him only a few months| Mever do anyone else any good be- 
before. cause they are in such disorder. 
“Uncle Edward,” she said, aj >ome are merely clipped or torn 
little time after, “do you know if| from magazines; some have been 
that prodigal son you told me| hastily recorded on the backs on 
about last night has come back| emvelopes; some are so soiled as 
to God?” to be nearly unreadable, and all 
Sir Edward was silent for a of them are thrown together in 
minute, then very gravely and/| an old cookbook which is so shab- 
solemnly he said: by it has to be held together with 
“T think he has. little one. It|@ rubber band. Several times I 
has been a very happy Christmas have started to learn Franz Liszt’s 
Day to him, and you must pray| beautiful Liebestraum on _ the 
now that he may not be ashamed | piano but I never work 
to own his Lord. who has so merci- | ©n it quite long enough to be able 
fully brought him back through| to play it through without stumb- 
the instrumentality of one of His ling here or there. And then: there 
lambs. are the sewing projects which 
The End— never quite get finished. What a 
(From the Moody Colportage book, pity to nave never-used dress pat- 
Probable Sons, 39¢.) terns (size 3) which were bought 
for $228.20 as the first-half pay- 
INCIDENTS ment. The owner is awaiting the 
second check for the same amount 
d and expects to receive it any day 
av? now, 

ty tions “What’s so strange about that?” 

wits onal fo,’ someone asks. 
It just so happens that the own- 
cree aa . |er of that particular 14 acres is 
Evangelist Robert L. Sumner,|the Blair Golf Course at Blair, 
Contributing Editor Nebraska. The 14 acres which 


Munich Beer Bust 


A Christian serviceman station- 
ed overseas sent me an item out 
of the European edition of the 
United States Armed Forces per- 
sonnel newspaper, Stars and 
Stripes. It had to do with the one 
hundred and *{fifty-first annual 
Oktoberfest in Germany. It seems 
that the Oktoberfest of 196] 
“floated on a sea of 858,000 gallons 


of beer’’—an increase of more than 
20 per cent over 1960’s grand 
total. 


Down through the years the pro- 
moters of this “beer bust” have 
had a “dream limit” beer con- 
sumption of 3-million liter. This 
“dream” was realized in 1961 for 
the first time in the entire cen- 
tury-and-a-half that the celebra- 
tion has been observed. 

Apparently the six-million vis- 
itors from all parts of the world 
who were there for the occasion 
got so thirsty that they lost their 
appetites, however. Although a 
record booze consumption was re- 


alized, the sale of chickens drop- 
ped from last year’s total of 
350,000 to 250,000 this year. 

One thing the item in 


Stars and Stripes failed to men- 
tion—and, of course, it would be 
impossible for them to give such 
statistics since this is something 
only God could know—had to do 
with the number of rapes, rob- 
beries, fatal accidents, murders, 
wounds without cause, heartaches, 
headaches, etc., resulting from the 
multitudes who lost their reason 
after saturating their brain in 
beverage alcohol. 
_ It is still true, “... 
deceived thereby is 
(Prov. 20:1). 
tk 


whosoever is 
not wise” 


f * 


Uncle Sam’s Farm Program 

The owner of some land out in 
Nebraska took a 14-acre plot of 
corn and milo out of preductien 
and seeded it with blue grass and 
alfalfa. Making application under 
the government’s feed-grain pro- 
gram, the owner of the land re- 
ceived a check from Uncle Sam 


once produced corn and milo have 
been turned into fairways. All the 
club had to do was certify that 
the acreage formerly in feed-grain 
prdduction was seeded to blue 
grass and alfalfa and it qualified 
under the government program. 
Manager Roland P. Smith of the 
Blair Agriculture Stabilization and 
Conservation office admitted the 
golf club was receiving the pay- 
ments, 
The whole thing is reminiscent 
the New York farmer who 
bought a Cadillac with the checks 
he received for not raising crops 
on his farm. As to American so- 
cialism, round and round and 
round she goes, And where she 
stops nobody knows!” 
“* * 


of 
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Every Five Minutes 

Get out your watch. Hold it in 
your hand and watch the seconds 
tick off three hundred times. 

While you were watching your 
vatch, one person was killed in an 
automobile accident and another 
90 injured. In addition, the cost to 
taxpayers was $130,000. 

Now pick up your local news- 
paper. Turn to the hospital notices 
and see how many children were 
born in your area in the past 24 
hours. Take the total number of 
births and divide it by half. That 
is the number of children born in 
your area in the last 24 hours who 
will either be killed or suffer in- 
jury during their lifetime from a 
traffic accident. 

These figures are not fabricated: 
they are the statistics given in a 
report by J. L. Wiggins, executive 


vice president of the Automotive 
Service Industries Association. 
Wiggins also said that between 


1900 and 1960, a total of 1,300,000 
persons have been killed in traffic 
accidents. He gloomily estimated 
that the total would reach 
2,000,000 fatalities by 1975. 

Now that you have read the 
bleak and bitter story, maybe you 
had better go out and get the 
family automobile and drive down 
to your favorite garage and have 
the old buggy checked over good. 
The minimum requirements of a 


for 
five! 


my little girl now going on 


are little 
of course, 


These 
projects, 
influence 


personal 
which mainly 
only myself and my 
family and if that were as far 
as my “unfinished business” went 
perhaps it would not be too serious. 
But there have been jobs I prom- 
ised the Lord I would do, too 
jobs which were never completed. 
There have been people I intend- 


ed to visit and invite to church, 
but when they were not at home 
the first time I called, I somehow 
never got back for second visit. 
New Christians who needed the 
encouragement and friendship I 
could have given somehow got 


neglected after my first or second 
attempt to be friendly. There have 
been matters about which I prayed 


reason for doing. We secretly hun- 
ger for the praise or public ac- 
clamation that we might receive 
for doing the job. If that reward 
isn’t quickly forthcoming, then 
somehow the task doesn’t quite 
secm worth the effort of finishing. 
It rarely occurs to us to do a thing 
because it is right to do—whether 
anyone else knows about it or not. 

Another reason we so often 
leave work unfinished is that we 
are just plain lazy, In the bright 
enthusiasm we feel at beginning 
something new, we forget to count 
the cost of what may be involved. 
The sacrifice holds a certain glory 
as long as it is in the distant fu- 
ture. I know a man, a graduate of 
one of America’s outstanding Bi- 
ble schools, who joyfully started 
cut to preach but he soan discov- 
ered that a minister's wages are 
often small, the work difficult, 
and congregations often critical. 
It wasn’t long before he gave up 
the ministry altogether and went 
into something which required less 
sacrifice. 
Perhaps a third reason we leave 
many jobs undone is that we 
are so easily distracted, so readily 
side-tracked. We are like horses 
needing blinders. We are lured 
away from what we are doling by 
everything going on around us-— 
the glamour of someone else’s job, 
the discouragements of our own, 
the appeal of something new and 
different. 

Wouldn't it be a wonderful thing 
if we could say, like Paul: 


SO 


earnestly—for awhile—but when 
the answer was slow in coming, I “IT have fought a good fight, I 
neglected to keep on praying. I|have finished my course, I have 
wonder how many things would| kept the faith: Henceforth there 
be different now, if I had just | is laid up for me a crown of right- 
finished the job? And why is it|eousness, which the Lord, the 
that so many important things | righteous judge, shall give me at 
in life get left half done? |that day: and not to me only, but 
Perhaps the biggest obstacle|unto all them also that love his 
that blocks our progress is that|appearimg.’—II Timothy 4:78. 
we have the wrong incentive, or! Let's finish the job! 
vehicle in good mechanical con-| gamblers; however, since players 
dition will necessitate having these | bought one ticket for a dollar or 
parts inspected: brakes, lights,| six tickets for five dollars, then 
steering and wheel alignment,| the winner of the drawing re- 
tires and wheels, exhaust system, ed $500, second place was $250, 
windshield and other glass, wind-| third and fourth places were $100 


shield wipers and the horn. 

If you operate an automobile on 
the highway that is not in good 
mechanical condition, you are not 
being a good Christian. It is not 
only your own life that you may 
save by checking your car, but 
perhaps the lives of many others. 


ih Xf x 


“Cheez It, the Cops!” 


St. Louis County police raided 
a bingo party the other day and 
confiscated bingo equipment, a 


wheel of fortune and a raffle bar- 
rel. Five persons were arrested. 
Detectives Robert F. 
and Archie L. Rippeto 
bingo players paid ten 
card and the winner received a 
dollar. At the numbers wheel, 
players purchased one number for 
a dime or three for a quarter 
and the winner got a cake for a 
prize. The raffle barrel was the 
main source of revenue for the 


(,oodman 
said the 
cents a 


each, and fifth place was $50. 
Where was the raid? At a pri- 
vate club? No! In the back room 
of a saloon? No! At a pool hall? 
No! 
Believe raid took 
of Tours 
School in 
Louis. 


not, the 
place at the St. Martin 
Catholi¢ Church and 
Lemay, a suburb of St. 


That 


it or 


iss a church? ? ? ? 


- sk * 
Pray for Evangelist Sumner’s meetings: 


Thru December 17: 


Grace Baptist Church 
Winterset, lowa 


December 31-January 14: 
Belmont Bible Church 
West 29th & Walton Street 
Andersen, Indiana 
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OF THE LORD when answer- 
ing advertisements. 
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I had one of the most interest- 
ing letters recently from one of 
our Bob Jones University minis- 
terial graduates. He has been out 
of school several years, and he 
has never compromised. He has 
stood for the Word of God and 
refused to support anything, even 
in his own denomination, contrary 
to the fundamentals of the truths 
of Christianity. I quote a state- 
ment from this “preacher boy’s”’ 
letter: “Dr. Bob, years ago you 
told us ‘preacher boys’ that when 
God made a ‘possum, He made a 
persimmon tree for him to climb. 
This year marks the fourteenth 
year I have been preaching, and I 
have never lacked a ‘persimmon 
tree’ or a place to preach. I have 
never had to look to human be- 
ings for a preaching job; but the 
Lord has always given me pulpits 
in jails, hospitals, missions, and 
small churches, and I have 
preached an average of five times 
a week through these years.” 


MES 
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If you friends could see the let- 
ters that come to our desk from 
school teachers, preachers, busi- 
nessmen, busine sswomen, etc., who 
got their training in Bob Jones 
University, you would begin to 
understand what God is really do- 
ing through Bob Jones University. 
Its influence has literally reached 
around the world. You who have 
prayed for us and recommended 
the schoo] to the right kind of 
young people and have invested 
some of God’s money in the Cause 
here have had a real part in the re- 
sults God has used this Christian in- 
Stitution to accomplish. Won't you 
let us hear from you? Tell us you 
are praying for us, and please 
make a financial investment in 
the work here and help us carry 
the burden. Thank you, and God 
bless you. 

BOB JONES, FOUNDER 
BOB JONES UNIVERSITY 
GREENVILLE, S. C. 
(Advertisement) 
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tell him about being saved. Bill 
preached his funeral on Saturday. 


hood was killed on his bicycle. 


All of these were sobering re- 
minders that life is short and eter- 
nity is long. We ought to keep 
before us constantly the thought 
of the little poem, 


Only one life, 

"Twill soon be passed, 
Only what's done 

For Christ will last. 


Do It Today! 


Whatever you ought to do why 
not do it today! Perhaps you are 
mot saved and should trust Christ 
today. In Jesus’ dear name I beg 
you, don’t put the matter off! To- 
day is the day of salvation and 
God has been good to give you 
this opportunity. Today, turn from 
your sins and invite Jesus Christ 
to come into your heart as your 
Saviour. Perhaps you have been 
backslidden in your life as a 
Christian and ought to make a 
new start. Then today is the day 
to do so—not tomorrow. 


Perhaps there is some soul you 
ought to win today. That neighbor 
of yours that you have hesitated 
Bo long in seeing about salvation, 
why don’t you go today and talk 
with him. It would be a heart- 
breaking thing to attend the fu- 
neral of some neighbor that died 
without your ever having told 
them about the love of the 
Saviour. 

You see anything that ought to 
be. done ought to be done today 
while there is opportunity. 

Now is the best time to send 
‘in subscriptions to THE Sworp oF 
THE Lorp also. You may have 
some friend or loved one to whom 
you have been planning to send 
THE Sworp for a long time. But you 
kept putting the matter off think- 
ing that another time you would 
have more money or better oppor- 
tunity. But it may be that the 
next few months might be the 
last opportunity you would have 
to reach this person for Christ. 
I beg you to send subscriptions to 
your loved ones TODAY while 
there is time to reach them. Life 
is so short and what you ought to 
do to bring spiritual help and 
blessing to others you should do 
today. 


Dr. Rice’s Newest Book Free 


For a limited time we are offer- 
ing Dr. Rice’s brand-new book, 
The Golden Path to Successful 
Personal Soul Winning, absolutely 
free with subscriptions. This 314- 
page book of fifteen chapters was 
made to sell for $3.00. It is a 
beautiful book with an attractive 
two-color binding. It measures 
nearly 2” thick. 

In these 15 chapters I believe 
you will find some of the best and 
most practical teaching on soul 
winning that you have ever read. 
Dr. Rice combines both the zeal 
and earnest entreaty to win souls 
with the practical teaching show- 
ing how to do the job and actually 
bring folks to the Saviour. This 
book could be a life transforming 
blessing for you. 

We will send a copy of Dr. 
Rice’s book, The Golden Path to 
Successful Personal Soul Winning, 
free with subscriptions according 
to the following offer: 

One Yearly Subscription, no Free Book, $3.00 

Two Yearly Subscriptions, Plus Free 
$5.00 

Three Yearly Subscriptions, Plus Free Book, 
$7.00 

Five Yearly Subscriptions, Plus Free Book, 
$11.00 

Ten Yearly Subscriptions, Plus Free Book, 
$20.00 


Here is a chance to get sub- 
scriptions at a real saving and also 
receive this fine soul winning book 
free. You may want to renew your 
own subscription now at this spe- 
cial rate and get the book free. 


ook, 


Over 300 folk wrote to tell us 
they were saved through reading 
our literature last year. Your 
loved one might be in those de- 
ciding to be saved from a sermon 
in THe Sworp next year. 


Christmas Gift List 

Though it is almost Christmas 
you may still want to send Christ- 
mas gift subscriptions to your 
friends. We will be glad to send 
a Christmas gift eard to your 
friends if you would like. This 
will inform them of your thought- 
ful gift. 


Send No Money 


Perhaps you are short of cash 
but still would love to-send gift 
subscriptions to THE SworD OF THE 
Lorp to friends and loved ones 
for Christmas. Though we have 
not offered credit -in this subscrip- 
tion campaign yet we will make 
this special concession just before 
Christmas. If you do not have 
the money, simply list the names 
and addresses of those for whom 
you would like to send subscrip- 
tions. Then check the box on the 
coupon which says, “Bill me now, I 
will pay within 30 days.”’ When you 
send us the list we will send your 
friends word of your gift and send 
you a bill for the subscriptions. 
Your free book will be sent when 
we receive the payment for the 
subscriptions. 

We have done everything pos- 
sible to make this offer attractive 
and to help you send gift sub- 
scriptions to THE SworD OF THE 
Lorp. Now, do not put this matter 
off! Send your list today. It may 
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Editor John R. Rice 
THE SWORD OF THE LORD 
Box 420 

Wheaton, Illinois 


Dear Brother Rice: 


subscriptions and 


will regularly sell for $3.00 
Send Christmas gift card 


Please sign gift card: 
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feelings of the Son of God when 
He came into this world to save 
it, and* was rejected on every 
hand? There was no room for Him 
anywhere at all, 


No Room in Their Homes 


In the last of the seventh chap- 
ter of John and the first of the 
eighth, which never ought to have 
been separated, we read one of the 
saddest things in all Scripture: 
“Every man went unto his own 
house, Jesus went unto the mount 
of Olives.” He had been telling this 
people sweet and consoling truths; 
He had talked so high that they 
did not understand Him and even 
some of His disciples turned away 
from Him. Every man went unto 
his own house, but Christ had no 
house. He was.a stranger among 
them, and He was left to go up 
the mountain alone. The foxes had 
holes and the birds had nests, but 
the Son of Man.had not a place on 
which to rest His head. 


If we had been living in Galilee 
in those days, probably we would 
have shut out Christ just like the 
Jews. Oh, let us not do it now! 
Thank God, we can make room 
for Him if we only will. 

Isn’t it strange that Christ had 
nothing of His own down here. 
Everything was borrowed. The 


I am glad to take you up on your generous offer to give 
free the new book, The Golden Path to Successful Personal 
Soul Winning, with bargain subscriptions for THE Sworp or 
THE Lorp. Herewith enclosed find $ 
capies of the book, The Golden Path 
to Successful Personal Soul Winning by Dr. John R. Rice. I 
understand that this is a big hard-bound, library edition which 


[] Yes 


be that someone may be reached 
for Christ through _these gift sub- 
scriptions that will never have 
another opportunity to be saved. 
Send subscriptions on the follow- 
ing coupon to THE SworD OF THE 
Lorp, Box 420, Wheaton, Illinois. 
Do it NOW! 
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Subscription Coupon 


~~ 


for 


[} No 


1. Name 


Please enroll the following subscriptions: 


Street Number 


City Zone ___. State 
[) New [] Renewal 

2. Name 

Street Number 

City Zone __.. State 
[] New [] Renewal 

3. Name 

Street Number 

City Zone —.... State 
[)] New [] Renewal 

4. Name 

Street Number 

City Zone _... State 
[] New [] Renewal 

5. Name 

Street Number 

City Zone __.. State 
[] New [] Renewal 


Name 


Please send the book to the following address: 


a 


Street Number 


No Room in the Inn! 
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i “It is all 
to com 
but it 


manger that served as a cradle for 
Him was a _ borrowed 
beast that He rode on to Jerusalem 
was borrowed. The room that He 
held the last supper in the night 
before He died was lent for that 
occasion. Christ was a borrower 
from the cradle to the cross, but 
how well He paid humanity back! 


We read in one place that He 
looked up to Heaven and sighed. 
He was thinking no doubt that so 
few understood Him, and that the 
world despised Him. 


Mary and Martha and Lazarus 
Made Room for Jesus 


But in all the gloom there is one 
bright star that shines out radiant- 


Christ stood in the outer court of 
the temple—for He was never ad- 
mitted into the inner court; they 
never allowed Him im the place 
where the priests were, although 
it was His own temple—ard a 
woman came in to worship. She 
saw the crowd, made inquiries as 
to who the speaker was, and was 
told that He was the prophet of} 
Galilee. 


She said, “I have heard a great 
deal of that prophet, but I never 
heard any good about Him. I am 
told-He is a deceiver and an im- 
poster. I think I will go and hear} 
Him myself.” 

I can see that woman. She gets 
just as near to the speaker as she 
can, and stands there listening. 
That afternoon Christ, perhaps, 
uttéred something like this: ‘““Come 
unto me, all ye that labor and are 
heavy laden, and I will give you 
rest. Take my yoke upon you and 
learn of me, for I am meek and 
lowly of heart, and ye shall find 
rest unto your souls; for my yoke 
is easy and my burden is light.” 

“Ah,” said that woman, “that is 
what I want. I have sought rest 
and have never been able to find 
it. I have sought it in the prophets, 
I have sought it here in the temple 
service; but my heart is so sad and 
lonely. Mother is gone, Father is 
dead, and I want comfert. That 
‘man speaks of giving comfort: I 
never heard anything like that be- 
fore.” 


It may be that her prejudice 
and unbelief began to wear away, 
and she said: “I have a good mind 
to ask Him out to my home. But,” 
she says, “if I do, Mary my sister, 
will be very angry. Lazarus doesn’t 
believe in Him; he will be angry if 
I should ask Him. And then I will 
lose so many of my old friends.” 


Perhaps the greatest struggle of 
her life went on there for fifteen 
or twenty minutes, but when He 
got through teaching, and the 
crowd began to disperse, she said: 
“IT will ask Him.” 


She went and asked Him out to 
Bethany. Now listen: Christ has 
never refused an invitation during 
all these nineteen hundred years. 
I don’t care how dark the home is; 
it may be the home of the vilest 
drunkard; it may be as dark as 
midnight; but ask Him to your 
home, and see how quickly He will 
accept the _ invitation. When 
Martha asked Him out to Bethany 
He accepted the invitation. 

Little did Martha know what 
need she would have for the 
Saviour by and by. Little did she 
know the cloud that was about to 
burst upon her house. Her brother 
Lazarus was taken ill, and to Je- 
sus the sisters sent word, “He 
whom thou lovest is sick.” They 
did not ask Him to come. They 
knew that would be enough. 

It took Christ a whole day to 
get there. While He was coming, 
the sisters were watching and 
sorrowing. Lazarus had died. Some 
of you no doubt know what it is 
to be watching by the dead, await- 
ing seme friend to whom you can 
pour out your sorrow. When He 
arrived, He went with the sisters 


one, The J 


ly. I can imagine one afternoon 


the her’s duty t it is also 
preacher’s duty to dis 
the comfortable.” 


to the tomb. They rolled back the 
istone, and at the Saviour’s call 
Lazarus walked forth from the 
dead, 


Make Room for Jesus Now! 


My dear friends, I want to ask 
you a question: Wasn't it the best 
day’s work that Martha ever: did 
when she received Christ into her 
home, when she made room in her 
heart for Him? Can you do a 
better thing while you are on earth 
than to make room for the Son of 
God? He has gone up on.high to 
make room for every one that will 
believe on Him. John caught sight 
of the eternal city. He gives us a 
description of the home Christ has 
gone to prepare: 


“Let not your heart be troubled: 
ye believe in God believe alao in 
me. In my Father's house are 
many mansions: if it were not so, 
I would have told you. I go to pre- 
pare a place for you. And if I go 
and prepare a place for you, I will 
come again, and recewe you unto 
myself; that where I am, there 
ye may be also.” 

Oh, I want a Christ that will 
call me back from the grave on 
the eternal~ resurrection day! I 
‘want the stone rolled away. It is 
only a question of time. The break- 
ing of the cloud of sorrow is com- 
ing to us all, The day is coming 
when Christ will be more to us 
than all the world. He’s the Com- 
forter and Deliverer. 


When God made_.the world, He 
made plenty of room for you and 
me. When God made our. hearts 
He left room in them for Jesus 
Christ. He it. is who has gone to 
make room for us in Heaven, If 
we receive Him down here, He 
will receive us up there. Unlock 
that heart. Pull back the bolt. Ad- 
mit Jesus Christ to your very soul. 
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~-» Searching the Scriptures 


‘By Elizabeth Rice Handford 


Malachi 3 and 4 
The Light of the World Is Jesus 


“Unto you that fear my name shall the Sun of righteousness 
arise with healing in his wings.” This is the promise God made to the 
few who, in the midst of unbelief and wickedness, feared the Lord. 


John 8:12 tells us of this Sun of righteousness: “Then spake 


of life.” 


‘ Jesus again unto them, saying, I am the light of the world: he that 
followeth me shall not walk in darkness, but shall have the light 30 


“The heavens declare the glory of God,” said David in the 19th 
Psalm: The glorious, life-giving sun, essential for warmth and health 
and growth on this earth, declares the glory of God. It is a picture of 
Christ! This evidently is one of the “signs’’ God referred to when He 
said, “Let there be lights in the firmament of the heaven to divide 
the day from the night; and let them be for signs” (Gen. 1:14). The 
sun is essential for our life here on earth. But of how much greater 
importance is the Light of the world, Jesus. For He is the light of 


this world and the next. Sunshine is essential for physical life. Christ 
is essential for physical and eternal life. Some day there will be no. 


more sun. “And the city had no need of the sun, neither of the moon, 


light thereof” (Rey. 21:23). 


. to shine in it: for-the glory of God did lighten it, and the Lamb is the 


Often a child, hearing the story of Jesus’ rejection and cruci- 
fixion. will ask, “But why, why? Why didn’t they love Him?” Why 
indeed? When. they need Him so desperately, why do they refuse 
Him? “This is the condemnation, that light is come into the world, 


evil” (John 3:19). 


‘and men loved darkness rather than light, because their deeds were 


‘But to those who will accept Him this thrilling promise is made: 
“Unto you that fear my name shall the Sun of righteousness arise 
with healing in-his wings,” We add another golden nugget of promise 
to our board of Old Testament treasures telling us of Christ! 


Clues Across 
2 “Remember ye 
Moses” 


— ~~ Fe et 


3, 23 across “unto you that fear 
my name shall the - ..-- of 
righteousness — ~~ 

oy r=: remembrance 

- Was written before him” 

7. it shall _leave them neither 
Peevey F nor branch” 


10 .“‘neither will I accept an offer- 
ing your hand” Mal. 1 

12 “the poison of is under 

. their lips” Rom. 3 

16 “ he shall appear, we 
shall’ bé like him” I John 3 

18 “they may offer unto the Lord 

_. an_offering in---~~ a 

22 “And the firstborn of 
Judah, was evil’ I Chron, 2 

23 see 3 across - 


—_~s~-—- - - — 


—— 


BOW win cs call the proud 
: happy” ' 
r ee T peieaete a swift witness” 
29. indefinite period of time 


31 initials of second king of Israel 
and prophet who anointed him 
(I Sam. 16:13) 

33 at the back 

35 “Ye are cursed —_ ~~ a curse” 

31, Se across “with —.._... in his 


Mek , and ye shall go forth, 
and grow up” ! 

name of an altar (Josh. 22:34) 
Chaldean city from which God 
called Abram (Gen. 11:31) 


Ga TE «ids the Lord, I change 
not” 
44 “the cormorant and the bittern 


shall lodge in the upper 
of it’ Zeph. 2 
“He saith among the trumpets, 


famous canal between Lake 
Superior and Huron 
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brother of Jacob from whom 
he stole the birthright (Gen. 
27:34, 35) 


Hebrew word for God 


“that there may be meat 
mine house” 


“Who may abide the day of 
Bion 


Ps. 3 

trial 

initials of two great prophets, 
one of which received the 
other’s mantle (II Kings 2:12, 
13) 


Clues Down 
“But unto you that 
e”’ 


nam 

“he shall turn the heart of the 
fathers the children” 
“broughtest him forth out of 
of the Chaldees” Nehe. 9 
“There is none righteous, ----_, 
not one” Rom. 3 

“there is none name un- 
der heaven given among men 
whereby we must be saved” 
Acts 4 

“as a man spareth his 
son that serveth him” 
“be ready always to give an 
to every man” I Pet. 3 
“Bind them continually upon 
thine heart, and them 
about thy neck” Prov. 6 
ae . sinful nation, a people 
laden with iniquity” Isa. 1 
“who shall when he ap- 
peareth?”’ 

“whosoever believeth in him 
should I a isi ” John 3 
“It was planted in a good 
by great waters” Ezek. 17 
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17 initials of two names for the 

same land, belonging to Esau 

(Gen, 32:3) 

19 “before the coming of the ..--- 
and dreadful day of the 

20 “Wherein hast thou loved 
hebitiinabin ?” Mal. 1 

21 “A time to rend, and a time to 

” Eccl 


oe ee 


my 

a son of Gad (Gen. 46:16) 

“he that earneth wages earneth 

wages to put it into a 

with holes” Hag. 1 

" me, and deliver me out 

of great waters” Ps. 144 

32 “rejoice, because your . _ ..-~ 
are written in heaven” Luke 10 

34 “having loved his own which 

were in the world, he loved 

them unto the — _._-- ” John 13 

son of Aram (Gen. 10:23) 

“In the day that thou — ._ ~~ 

thereof thou shalt surely die” 

Gen. 2 


36 
38 


41-“that turn aside the stranger 
from his ~~ ss 

43 “against the adulterers, and 
against __- ~~ swearers”’ 

& “lL. wi put my ...i. into 


their mind” Heb. 8 
“yea, many shall make 
unto thee” Job 11 

pr king’s chamberlain 

3) 
49 “thou anointest my head with 
cla aiatiait ” Ps..23 

50 “And wherefore —_- ~~ ? That 
he might seek a godly seed.’”’ Mal. 2 
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The Bible the Word of Ged, Perfect, 
Eternal, Unbreckable, Verbeolly-inspired. 


Jesus Pronounced It Infellibly Correct, 
Our Translations Reliable. 
Christionity Stends or Falis With the Bible, 


By John R. Rice, D.D., Litt.D 


There are 38 pages showing the 
Bible as the amazing, unique reve- 
lation: (1) that it claims for it- 
self divine inspiration; (2) claims 
the qualitiés and characteristics of 
the Word of God; (3) that God 
gave the very words of the Bible; 
(4) explains the human element in 
Bible authorship; (5) shows that 
the Lord Jesus believed, quoted, 
and.vindicated the Bible as the in- 
fallible Word of God; (6) that our 
English Bible is a_ trustworthy 
translation; and (7) that there is 
no Christianity without the Bible. 
Heart-warming, very important. 


THE RULES 


1. Fill in blanks according to 
clues given. Answers must be com- 
plete and correct. We use the Sco- 
field Reference Bible in making up 


‘ithe clues. 


2. PRINT name and address in 


‘| blank below puzzle. This coupon 


serves as your address label for 
envelope containing your prize. If 
you print your answers On a sepa- 
rate sheet in order to not cut your 
SworpD, put them in the same form 
as the puzzle rather than in col- 
umns. Entries will not be returned. 


3. If paper arrives after deadline, 
place date of arrival on puzzle 
entry. Answer to Puzzle Number 
50 will appear in January 5 issue. 

4. Each person having a correct 
entry will receive a coupon along 
with the weekly prize. Save these 
coupons! End of the year prizes 


are: World Bible with concord- 
ance, or Rainbow edition of the 
Bible for young readers (King 


James Version) for 48 coupons; a 
compact and easy to handle World 
Bible (King James Version) for 40 
coupons; Illustrated Bible Geo- 
graphy and Atlas for 25 coupons. 


Remember, your coupons are the 
only record of your correct entries. 
Ie will be your responsibility to 
keep the coupons. Duplicate cou- 
pons will not count as two sepa- 
rate coupons. ALWAYS INCLUDE 
YOUR COMPLETE ADDRESS 
ON PTIZ7T ER NOTE OR OTHER 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


The Birds Christmas Carol 


4 


(Continued from page 1) 


by her side and the heaven of 
motherhood opening again before 
her. Nurse was making gruel in 
the kitchen, and the room was 
dim and quiet. There was a cheer- 
ful open fire in the grate, but 
though the shutters were closed, 
the side windows that looked out 
on the Church of Our Saviour 
next door were a little open. 


Suddenly a sound of music 
poured out into the bright air and 
drifted into the chamber. It was 
the boy choir singing Christmas 
anthems. Higher and higher rose 
the clear, fresh voices, full of hope 
and cheer, as children’s voices al- 
ways are. Fuller and fuller grew 
the burst of melody as one glad 
strain fell upon another in joyful 
harmony : 


Carol, brothers, carol, 
Carol joyfully, 
Carol the good tidings, 
Carol merrily! 
And pray a gladsome Christmas 
For all your fellow-men: 
Carol, brothers, carol, 
Christmas Day again. 


One verse followed another, al- 
ways with the same sweet refrain: 


And pray a gladsome Christmas 
For all your fellow-men: 

Carol, brothers, carol, 
Christmas Day again. 


Mrs. Bird thought, as the music 
floated in upon her gentle sleep, 
that she had slipped into Heaven 
with her new baby, and that the 
angels were bidding them wel- 
come. But the tiny bundle by her 
side stirred a little, and though 
it was scarcely more than the ruf- 
fling of a feather, she awoke; 
for the mother-ear is so close to 
the heart that it can hear the 
faintest whisper of a child. 


She opened her eyes and drew 
the baby closer. It looked like a 
rose dipped in milk, she thought, 
this pink and white blossom of 
girlhood, or like a pink cherub, 
with its halo of pale yellow hair, 
finer than floss silk. 


Carol, brothers, carol, 
Carol joyfully, 
Carol the good 
Carol merrily. 


tidings, 


The voices were brimming over 
with joy. 

“Why, my baby,” whispered Mrs. 
Bird in soft surprise, “I had for- 
gotten what day it was. You are 


a little Christmas child, and we 
will name you Carol—Mother’s 
Christmas Carol!” 

“What!” said Mr. Bird, coming 


in softly and closing the door be- 
hind him. 


“Why, Donald, don’t you think 
Carol is a sweet name for a 
Christmas baby? It came to me 
just a moment ago in the singing, 
as I was lying here half asleep 
and half awake.” 

“T think it is a charming name, 
dear heart, and sounds just like 
you, and I hope that, being a girl, 
this baby has some chance of be- 
ing as lovely as her mother” 
at which speech from the baby’s 
papa, Mrs. Bird, though she was 
as weak and tired as she could 
be, blushed with happiness. 

And so Carol came. by 
name. 

Perhaps because she was born 
in holiday time, Carol was a very 
happy baby. Of course, she was 
too tiny to understand the joy of 
Christmas-tide, but people say 
there is everything in a good be- 
ginning, and she may have 
breathed in unconsciously the fra- 
grance of evergreens and holiday 
dinners; while the peals of sleigh- 
bells and the laughter of happy 
children may have fallen upon her 
baby ears and wakened in them a 


her 
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glad surprise at the merry worl® 
she had come to live in. 


Her cheeks and lips were ree 
as holly-berries; her hair for 
all the world the color of a Christ- 
mas candle-flame; her eyes were 
bright as stars; her laugh like a 
chime of Christmas bells, and her 
tiny hands forever outstretched in. 
giving. 

Such a generous little creature 
you never saw! A _ spoonful of 
bread and milk had always to be 
taken by Mamma or nurse before 
Carol could enjoy her supper; 
whatever bit of cake or candy 
found its way into her pretty 
fingers was straightway broken in 
half to be shared with Donald, 


Paul, or Hugh; and when they 
made believe nibble the morsel 
with affected enjoyment, she 


would clap her hands and crow 
with delight. 


“Why does she do asked 
Donald thoughtfully, “None of us 
boys ever did.”’ 

“Il hardly know,” said Mamma, 
catching her darling to her heart, 
“except that she is a little Christ- 
mas child, and so she has a tiny 
share of the blessedest birthday 
the world ever knew!” 


II 
Drooping Wings 


It was December, ten years la- 
ter. 

Carol has seen nine Christmas 
trees lighted on her birthdays, one 
after another; nine times she had 
assisted in the holiday festivities 
of the household, though in her 
babyhood her share of the gayeties 
was somewhat limited. 

For five years, certainly, she 
had hidden presents for Mamma 
and Papa in their own bureau 
drawers, and harbored a number 
of secrets sufficiently large te 
burst a baby brain, had it not 
been for the relief gained by whis- 
pering them all to Mamma, at 
night, when she was in her crib, 
a proceeding which did not in the 
least lessen the value of a secret 
in her innocent mind. 

For five years she had heard’ 
“Twas the night before Christ- 
mas,” and hung up a scarlet stock- 
ing many sizes too large for her, 
and pinned a sprig of holly on her 
little white nightgown, to show 
Santa Claus that she was a ‘truly’ 
Christmas child, and dreamed of 
fur-coated saints and _ toy-packs 
and reindeer, and wished every- 
body a “Merry Christmas” before 
it was light in the mornifig, and 
lent every one of her new toys 
to the neighbors’ children before 
noon, and eaten turkey and plum- 
pudding, and gone to bed at night 


it?” 


in a trance of happiness at the 
day’s pleasures. 

Donald was away at college 
now. Paul and Hugh were great 
manly fellows, taller than their 
mother. Papa Bird had gray hairs 
in his whiskers: and Grandma, 
God bless her, had been four 
Christmases in Heaven. : 

But Christmas in the Bird’s 
Nest was scarcely as merry now 
as it used to be in the bygone 
years, for the little child that once 
brought such an added blessing to 
the day, lay month after month 
a patient, helpless invalid, in the 


room where she was born. She had 
never been very strong in body, 
and it was with a pang of terror 
her mother and father noticed, 
soon after she was five years old, 
that she began to limp, ever so 
slightly; to complain too often of 
weariness, and to nestle close to 
her mother, saying she “would 
rather not go out to play, please.” 
The illness was slight at first, and 
hope was always stirring in Mrs. 
Bird’s heart. “Carol would feel 
stronger in the summer-time”’: or, 
“She would be better when she 
had spent a year in the country”; 
or, “She would outgrow it’; or, 
“They would try a new physician”; 
but by and by it came to be all 
too sure that no physician save 
One could make Carol ‘strong 
again, and that no “summer-time” 
nor “country air,” unless it were 
the everlasting summer-time in a 
heavenly country, could bring back 
the little girl to health. 

The cheeks and lips that were 
once as red as holly-berries faded 


to faint pink; the star-like eyes 
grew softer, for they often 
gleamed through tears; and the 


gay child-laugh that had been like 


(Continued on page 6) 
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THE SWORD OF THE LORD 


Friday, December 15, 1941 


a chime of Christmas bells,- gave 
place to a smile so lovely, se 
touching, so tender and patient, 
that it filled every corner of the 
house with a gentle radiance that 
might have come from.the face of 
the Christ Child Himself. 


could do nothing; and 
when ‘we have said that we have 
said all, for it is stronger than 
anything else in the whole wide 
world. Mr. and Mrs. Bird were 
talking it over one evening when 
all the children were asleep. A 
famous physician had visited them 
that day, and told them that some 
time, it might be in one year, it 
might be in more, Carol would slip 
quietly off into Heaven, whence 
she came. 


“Tt is no use to close our eyes 
to it any longer,” said Mr. Bird, 
as he paced up and down the li- 
brary floor, “Carol will never be 
well again. It almost seems as if 
I could not bear it when I think 
of that loveliest child doomed to 
lie there day after day, and, what 
is still more, to suffer pain that 
we are helpless to keep away from 
her. Merry Christmas, indeed; it 
gets to be the saddest day in the 
year to me!’’—and poor Mr. Bird 
sank into a chair by the table and 
buried his face in his hands to 
keep his wife from seeing the 
tears that would come in spite of 
all his efforts. 


“But, Donald, dear,” said sweet 
Mrs. Bird, with trembling voice, 
“Christmas Day may not be so 
merry with us as it used, but it is 
very happy, and that is better, 
and very blessed, and that is bet- 
ter yet. I suffer chiefly for Carol’s 
sake, but I have almost given up 
being sorrowful for my own. I am 
too happy in the child, and I see 
too clearly what she has done for 
us and the other children, Donald 
and Paul and Hugh were three 
strong, willful, boisterous boys, 
but now you seldom see such tend- 
erness, devotion, thought for oth- 
ers, and self-denial in lads of their 
years. A quarrel or a hot word 
is almost unknown in this house, 
and why? Carol would hear it, and 
it would distress her, she is so 
full of love and goodness. The boys 
study with all their might and 
main. Why? Partly, at least, be- 


.» cause they like to teach Carol, 


and amuse her by telling her what 
they read. When the seamstress 
comes, she likes to sew in Miss 
Carol’s room, because there she 
forgets her own troubles, which, 
Heaven knows, are sore enough! 
And as for me, Donald, I am 


a better woman every day for 
Carols sake; I have to be her 
eyes, ears, feet, hands—her 


strength, her hope; and she, my 
own little child, is my example!” 

“I was wrong, dear heart,” said 
Mr. Bird more cheerfully; ‘we 
will try not to repine, but to re- 
joice instead, that we have an 
‘angel of the house.’ ”’ 


“And as for her future,” Mrs. 
Bird went on, “I think we need 
not be over-anxious. I feel as if 
she did not belong altogether to 
us, but that when she has done 
what God sent her for, He will 
take ‘ther back to Himself—and it 
may not be very long!” Here it 
was poor Mrs. Bird’s turn to break 
down, and Mr. Bird’s turn to com- 
fort her. 


Ill 
The Birds’ Nest 


Carol herself knew nothing of 
motherly tears and fatherly anxie- 
ties; she lived on peacefuily in the 
room where she was born. 

But you never would have 
known that room; for Mr. Bird 
had a great deal of money, and 
though he felt sometimes as if 
he wanted to throw it all in the 
sea, since it could not buy a strong 
body for his little girl, yet he was 
glad to make the place she lived 
in just as beautiful as it could be. 

The room had been extended by 
the building of a large addition 
that hung out over the garden 
below, and was so filled with win- 
dows that it might have been a 
conservatory. The ones on the side 
were thus still nearer the Church 
of Our Saviour than they used to 
be; those in front looked out on 
the beautiful harbor, and those in 
the back commanded a view of 
nothing in particular but a nar- 
row alley; nevertheless, they were 
pleasantest of all to Carol, for the 


Ruggles family lived in the alley, 


and the nine little, middle-sized, 
and big Ruggles children were a 
source of inexhaustible interest. 


The shutters could all be epened | 


amd Care] could take a real sun- 
bath in this lovely glass house, 
or they could all be closed when 
ithe dear head ached or the dear 
eyes were tired. The carpet was of 
soft gray, with. clusters of green 
bay and holly leaves. The furni- 
ture was of white wood, on which 
an artist had painted snow scenes 
and Christmas trees and groups of 
merry children ringing bells and 
singing carols. 

Donald had made a pretty, pol- 
ished shelf, and screwed it on the 
outside of the foot-board, and the 
boys always kept this full of 
blooming plants, which they 
changed from time to time; the 
head-board, too, had a bracket on 
either side, where there were pots 
of maiden-hair ferns. 


Love-birds and canaries hung in 
their golden houses in the win- 
dows, and they, poor caged things, 
could hop as far from their wood- 
en perches as Carol could venture 
from her little white bed. 


On one side of the room was a 
bookcase filled with hundreds— 
yes, I mean it—with hundreds and 
hundreds of books; books with 
gay-colored pictures, books with- 
out; books with black and white 
outline sketches, books with none 
at all: books with verses, books 
with stories; books that made 
children laugh, and some, only a 
few, that made them cry; books 
with words of one syllable for tiny 
boys and girls, and books with 
words of fearful length to puzzle 
wise ones. 


This was Carol’s 
Library.” Every Saturday’ she 
chose ten books, jotting their 
names down in a diary; into these 
she slipped cards that said: 


“Circulating 


Please keep this book two weeks 
and read it. 
With love 
CAROL BIRD 


Then Mrs. Bird stepped into her 
carriage and took the ten books 
to the Children’s Hospital, and 
brought home ten others that she 
had left there the fortnight be- 
fore. 

This was a source of great hap- 
piness; for some of the hospital 
children that were old enough to 
print or write, and were strong 
enough to do it, wrote Caro] sweet 
little letters about the books, and 
she answered them, and they grew 
to be friends. (It is very funny, 
but you do not always have to 
see people to love them. Just think 
about it, and tell me if it isn’t 
SO.) 

Then there was a great closet 
full of beautiful things to wear, 
but they were all dressing-gowns 
and slippers and shawls; and there 
were drawers full of toys and 
games, but they were such as you 
could play with on your lap. There 
were.no nine-pins, nor balls, nor 
bows and arrows, nor bean bags, 
nor tennis rackets; but, after all, 
other children needed these more 
than Carol] Bird, for she was al- 
ways happy and contented, what- 
ever she had or whatever she 
lacked; and after the room had 
been made so lovely for her on 
her eighth Christmas, she always 
called herself, in fun, a “Bird of 
Paradise.” 

On these particular December 
days she was happier than usual, 
for Uncle Jack was coming from 
England to spend the holidays. 
Dear, funny, jolly, loving, wise 
Uncle Jack, who came every two 
or three years, and brought so 
much joy with him that the world 
looked as black as a_ thunder- 
cloud for a week after he went 
away again. 

The mail had brought his letter: 


London, November 28, 188- 

Wish you merry Christmas, you dearest 
birdlings in America! Preen your feathers, 
and stretch the Birds’ nest a trifle, if you 
please, and let Uncle Jack in for the holi- 
days. | am coming with such a trunk full of 
treasures that you'll heve to borrow the 
stockings of Barum's Giant and Giantess; | 
am coming to squeeze a certain little lady- 
bird until she cries for mercy; | am com- 
ing to see if | can find a boy te take care 
of a black pony that | bought lately, It's 
the strangest thing | ever knew; I've hunted 
alt over Europe, and can't find a boy to suit 
me! I'll tell you why. I've set my heart on 
finding one with a dimple in bis chin, be- 
cause this pony particularly likes 
(“Hurrah!”’ cried Hugh, “bless 
ple; I'll never be 
Please drop a note 


a 


of your meek, gentle, nonsensical, shilly- 
shallying Snewesterms; net the sort where 
the flakes float fazily down from the sky 
as if they didn’t care whether they ever got 
here or not and then melt away as soon as 
they touch the earth, but a regular business- 
like whizzing, whirring, blurring, cutting 
snow-storm, warranted to freeze and stay 
on! 


| should like rather @ LARGE Christmas 
tree, if it's convenient: not one of those 
“sprigs,” five or six feet high, that you 
used to have three or four years ago, when 
the birdlings were not fairly feathered out; 
but a tree of some size. Set if up in the 
gorret, if necessary, and then we can cut o 
hole in the roof if the tree chances to be 
too high for the room. 


Tell Bridget to begin to fatten a turkey. 
Tell her that by the twentieth of December 
that turkey must not be able to stand on its 
legs for fot, and then on the next three 
days she must allow it to recline easily on 
its side, and stuff it to bursting. (One ounce 
of stuffing beforehand is worth a pound 
afterwards.) 

And Carol must decide on the size of the 
tree—she knows best, she was a Christmas 
child; and she must plead for the snow- 
storm—the “clerk of the weather’’ may pay 
some attention to her; and she must look 
up the boy with the dimple for me—she's 
likelier to find him than | am, this minute. 
She must advise about the turkey, and 
Bridget must bring the fruit cake to her 
bedside and let her drop every separate 
candied fruit into it and stir it once for 
luck, or I'll not eat a single slice—for Carol 
is the dearest part of Christmas to Uncle 
Jack, and he'll have none of it without 
her. She is better than all the turkeys and 
puddings and apples and spare-ribs and 
wreaths and garlands and mistletoe and 
stockings and chimneys and sleigh-bells in 
Christendom! She is the very sweetest Christ- 
mas Corot that was ever written, said, 
sung, or chanted, and | am coming as fast 
as ships and railway trains con carry me, 
to tell her so. 


Carol’s joy knew no bounds. Mr. 
and Mrs. Bird laughed like chil- 
dren and kissed each other for 
sheer delight, and when the boys 
heard it they simply whooped like 
wild Indians; until the Ruggles 
family, whose backyard joined 
their garden, gathered at the door 
and wondered what was “up” in 
the big house. 


IV 


“Birds of a Feather Flock 
Together” 


Uncle Jack did really come on 
the twentieth. He was not’ de- 
tained by business, nor did he get 
left behind nor snowed up, as fre- 
quently happens in stories; and in 
real life too, I am afraid. The 
snow-storm came also; and the 
turkey nearly died a natural and 
premature death from over-eating. 
Donald came, too; Donald, with a 
line of down upon his upper lip, 
and Greek and Latin on his 
tongue, and stories of knowledge 
in his handsome head, and stories 
—bless mie, you couldn’t turn over 
a chip without reminding Donald 
of something that happened “at 
College.’ One or the other was al- 
ways at Carol’s bedside, for they 
fancied her paler than she used 
to be, and they could not bear her 
out of sight. 


It was Uncle Jack, though, who 
sat beside her in the winter twi- 
lights. The room was quiet, and 
almost dark, save for the snow- 
light outside, and the flickering 
flame of the fire that danced over 
the “Sleeping Beauty’s” face and 
touched the Fair One’s golden 
locks with ruddier glory. Carol’s 
hand (all too thin and white these 
latter days) lay close clasped in 
Unele Jack's, and they talked to- 
gether quietly of many, many 
things. 

“T want to tell you all about my 
plans for Christmas this year, 
Uncle Jack,” said Carol on the 
first evening of his visit, “because 
it will be the loveliest one I ever 
had. The boys laugh at me for 
earing so much about it; but it 
isn’t altogether because it is 
Christmas, nor because it is my 
birthday; but long, long ago, when 
I first began to be ill, I used 
to think, the first thing when I 
waked on Christmas morning, “To- 
day is. Christ’s. hbirthday—and 


imine!’ I did not put the words 


close together, you know, because 
that made it seem too bold; but I 
first said, ‘Christ’s birthday,’ out 
loud, and then, in a minute, softly 
to myself—and mine! ‘Christ's 
birthday—and mine!’ And so I deo 


not quite feel about Christmas as 
other girls do. Mamma says she 
supposes that@ever so many other 
children have been born on that 
day. I often wonder where they 
are, Uncle Jack, and whether it 
is a dear thought to them, too, or 
whether I am so much in bed, and 
so often alone, that it means more 
to ine. Oh, I do hope that none of 
them are poor, or cold, or hungry; 
and I wish—I wish they were all 
as happy as I, because they are 
really my little brothers and sis- 
ters. Now, Uncle Jack dear, I am 
going to try and make somebody 
happy every single Christmas that 
I live, and this year it is to be 
the ‘Ruggleses in the rear.’”’ 


“That large and _ interesting 
brood of children in the little 
house at the end of the back gar- 
den?” 

“Yes, isn’t it nice to see so many 
together?—and, Uncle Jack, why 
do the big families always live in 
the small houses, and the small 
families in the big houses? We 
ought to call them the Ruggles 
children, of course; but Donald 
began talking of them as the ‘Rug- 
gleses in the rear,’ and Papa and 
Mamma took it up, and now we 
cannot seem to help it. The house 
was built for Mr. Carter’s yard 
man, but Mr. Carter lives in Eu- 
rope, and the gentleman who rents 
his place for him doesn’t care 
what happens to it, and so this 
poor family came to live there. 
When they first moved in, I used 
to sit in my window and watch 
them play in their backyard; they 
are so strong and jolly, and good- 
natured;—and then, one day, I 
had a terrible headache, and Don- 
ald asked them if they would 
please not scream quite so loud, 


and they explained that they were 
having a game of circus, but that 
they would change and play ‘Deaf 
and Dumb Asylum’ all the after- 
noon.” 

“Ha, ha, 
Jack, “what 
to be sure!” 

“Yes, we all thought it very 
funny, and I smiled at them from 
the window when I was well 
enough to be up again. Now, Sarah 
Maud comes to her door when the 
children come home from school, 
and if Mamma nods her head, 
‘Yes, that means .‘Carol is very 
well,’ and then you ought to hear 
the little Ruggleses yell—I be- 
lieve they try to see how much 
noise they can make; but if Mam- 
ma shakes her head, ‘No,’ they 
always play at quiet games. Then, 
one day Cary, my pet canary, flew 
out of her cage, and Peter Rug- 
gles caught her and brought her 


laughed Uncle 
obliging family, 


ha!” 
an 


back, and I had him up here in. 


my room to thank him.” 
“Is Peter the oldest?” 


“No; Sarah Maud is the oldest 
—she helps do the washing; and 
Peter is the next. He is a dress- 
maker’s boy.” 

“And which is the pretty little 
red-haired girl?” 

“That’s Kitty.” 

“And the fat youngster?” 

“Baby Larry.” 

“And tnaat—most freckled one?” 

“Now, don’t laugh—that’s Peor- 


? 


a 


ia. 

“Carol, you are joking.” 

“No, really, Uncle dear. She was 
born in Peoria, that’s all.” 

“And is the next boy Oshkosh?”’ 

“No,” laughed Carol, “the oth- 
ers are Susan, and Clement, and 
Eily, and Cornelius; they all look 
exactly alike, except that some of 
them have more freckles than the 
others.” 

“How did you ever learn all 
their names?” 

“Why, I have what I call a ‘win- 
dow-school.’ It is too cold now; 
but in warm weather I am 
wheeled out on my balcony, and 
the Ruggleses climb up and walk 
along our garden fence, and sit 
down on the roof of our carriage- 
house. That brings them quite 


near, and I tell them stories. On 
Thanksgiving Day they came up 
for a few minutes—it was quite 
warm at eleven o’clock—and we 
told each other what we had to 
thankful for; 


be but they gave 


isuch queer answers that.Papa had 
to run away for fear of laughing; 
and I couldn't understand them 
very well. Susan was thankful for 
‘trunks, of ali things in the 
world; Cornelius, for ‘horse-cars’; 
Kitty, for ‘pork steak’; while 
Clem, who is very quiet, bright- 
ened up when I came to him, and 
said he was thankful for ‘his lame 
puppy. Wasn't that pretty?” 

“It might teach some of us a 
lesson, mightn’t it, little girl?” 

“That’s what Mamma said. Now 
I'm going to give this whole 
Christmas to the Ruggleses; and, 
Uncle Jack, I earned part of the 
money myself.” 

“You, my bird; how?” 

“Well, you see, it could not be 
my own, own Christmas if Papa 
gave me all the money, and I 
thought to really keep Christ's 
birthday I ought to do something 
of my very own; and so I talked 
with Mamma. Of course she 
thought of something lovely; she 
always does: Mamma’s head is 
just brimming over with lovely 
thoughts—all I have to do is ask, 
and out pops the very one I want. 
This thought was to let her write 
down just as I told her, a descrip- 
tion of how a child lived in her 
own room for three years, and 
what she did to amuse herself; 
and we sent it to a magazine and 
got twenty-five dollars for it. Just 
think!” 

“Well, well,” cried Uncle Jack, 
“my little girl a real author! And 
what are you going to do with 
this wonderful ‘own’ money of 
yours?” 

“I shall give the nine Ruggleses 
a grand Christmas dinner here in 
this very room—and afterwards a 
beautiful Christmas tree, fairly 
blooming with presents. I should 
like it very much if you would sit 


at the head of the table, Uncle 
Jack, for nobody could ever be 
frightened of you, you dearest, 
dearest, dearest thing that ever 


was! Mamma is going to help us, 
but Papa and the boys are going 
to eat together downstairs for 
fear of making the little Ruggleses 
shy; and after we've had a merry 
time with the tree we can open 
my window and all listen together 
to the music at the _ evening 
church-service, if it comes before 
the children go. I have written 
a letter to the organist, and asked 
him if I might have the two songs 
I like best. Will you see if it is 
all right?” 


Birds’ Nest, December 21, 188- 
Dear Mr. Wilkie—! am the little girl who 
lives next door to the church, and, as | 
seldom go out, the music on practice days 
and Sundays is one of my greatest plea- 
sures, 

| want to know if you can have “Carol, 
brothers, carol,” on, Christmas night, and 
if the boy who sings “My ain countree” so 
beautifully may please sing that too, | 
think it is the loveliest thing in the world, 
but it always makes me cry; doesn't it 
you?” 

If it isn't too much trouble, | hope they 
can sing them both quite early, as after 
ten o clock | may be asleep. 

Yours respectfully 
Carol Bird 


PS.—The reason | like “Carol, brothers, 
carol,” is because the choir-boys sang it 
eleven years ago, the moming | was born, 
and put it into Momma's head to call me 
Carol. She didn't remember then that my 
other name would be Bird, because she was 
half asleep, and could only think of one 
thing at a time. Donald says if | had been 
born on the Fourth: of July they would 
have named me “Independence,” or if on 
the twenty-second of February, “Georgiana.” 
or even “Cherry,” like Cherry in “Martin 
Chuzzlewit”; but | like my own name and 


birthday best. 
Yours truly 
Carol Bird 


Uncle Jack thought the letter 
quite right and did not even smile 
at her telling the organist so 
many family items. 


The days flew by ds they al- 
(Continued on page 7) 
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ways fly in holiday time, and it 
was mas Eve before any- 
body knew it. The family festival 
was quiet and very pleasant, but 
almost overshadowed by 
gftander preparations for the next 
day. Carol and Elfrida, her pretty 
German nurse, had ransacked 
books, and introduced so many 
plans, and plays, and customs, and 
merry-makings from Germany and 
Holland and England and a doz- 
en other countries, that you would 
scarcely have known how or 
where you were keeping Christ- 
mas. Elfrida had scattered hand- 
fuls of seed over the snow in the 
garden, that the wild birds might 
have a comfortable breakfast next 
morning, and had stuffed bun- 
dies of dry grasses in the fire- 
places, so that the reindeer of 
Santa Claus could refresh them- 
selves after their long gallops 
across country. This was really on- 
ly done for fun, but it pleased 
Carol. E 


And when, after dinner, the 
whole family had gone to the 
church to see the Christmas deco- 
rations, Carol, last, and sweetest 


of all, like the children in Austria, 
put a lighted candle in her window 
to guide the dear Christ Child, lest 
He should stumble 


in the dark 


night as He passed up the deserted 
street. This done, she dropped into 
bed, a rather tired, but very hap- 
py Christmas fairy. 


V 
Some Other Birds Are Taught 
to Fly 
Before the earliest Ruggles 


could wake and toot his five-cent 
tin horn, Mrs. Ruggles was up 
and stirring about the house, for 
it was a gala day in the family. 
Gala day! I should think so! 
Were not her nine “children” in- 
vited to a dinner-party at the 
great house, and weren’t they go- 
ing to sit down free and equal 
with the mightiest in the land? 
She had been preparing for this 
grand occasion ever since the re- 
céipt of Carol Bird’s invitation, 
which, by the way, had _ been 
speedily enshrined in an old photo- 
graph frame and hung under the 
looking glass in the most promin- 
ent place in the kitchen, where it 
stared the occasional visitor di- 
rectly in the eye, and made him 
livid with envy: 


Birds’ Nest, December 17, 188- 

Dear Mrs. Ruggles—I am going to have 

a dinner-party on Christmas Day, and would 

like to have all your children come. | 

want them every one, please, from Sarah 

Maud to Baby Larry. Mamma says dinner 

will be at half past five, and the Christmas 

tree. at seven; so you may expect them 

home at nine o'clock. Wishing you a 

Meérty Christmas and a Happy New Year, 
| am 

Yours truly 
Carol Bird 


Breakfast was on the table 
promptly at seven o'clock, and 
there was very little of it, too; 
for it was an excellent day for 
short rations, though Mrs. Rug- 
gles heaved a sigh as she reflect- 
ed that the boys, with their India- 
rubber stomachs, would be just as 
hungry the day after the dinner- 
party as if they had never had 
any at all. 


As soon as the scanty meal was 
over, she annaunced the plan of 
the campaign: “Now, Susan, you 
an’ Kitty wash up the dishes; an’ 
Peter, can’t yer spread up, the 
beds, so’t I can git ter. cuttin’ out 
Larry’s new suit? I ain’t satisfied 
with his clo’es, an’ I thought in 
the night of a way to make him 
a dress out o’ my old red plaid 
shawl—kind o’ Scotch style, yer 
know, with the fringe ’t the bot- 
tom.—Eily, you go find the comb 
an’ take the snarls out the fringe, 
that’s a lady! You little young 
ones clear out from under foot! 


——— 


Clem, you an’ Con hop into bed 
with Larry while I wash yer un- 
der-flanhins; ‘twon’t take long to 
dry ‘em.—yYes, I know its bother- 
some, but yer can’t go int’ s’ciety 
‘thout takin’s some trouble, ’n’ 
anyhow I couldn’t git round to 
‘em last night.—Sarah Maud, I 
think ‘twould be perfeckly han’- 
som’ if you ripped them brass 
buttons off yer uncle’s policeman’s 
coat ‘n’ sewed ’em in a row up 
the front o’ yer green skirt. Susan, 
you must iron out yours ’n’ Kit- 
ty’s apurns; ‘'n’ there, I come 
mighty near forgettin’ Peory’s 
stockin’s! I counted the whole lot 
last night when I was washin’ of 
‘em, ’n’ there ain’t but nineteen 
anyhow yer fix ’em, ’n’ no nine 
pairs mates nohow; ’n’ I ain’t goin’ 
ter have my children wear odd 
stockin’s to a _ dinner-comp’ny, 
fetched up as I was!—Eily, can’t 
you run out an’ ask Mis’ Cullen 
ter lend me a pair o’ stockin’s for 
Peory, ’n’ tell her if she will, 
Peory'll give Jim half her candy 
when she gets home. Won’t yer, 
Peory?” 


Peoria was young and greedy, 
and thought the remedy so out 
of all proportion -to the disease, 
that she set up a deafening how! 
at the projected bargain—a how] 
so rebellious and so entirely out 
of season that her mother started 
in her direction with flashing eye 
and uplifted hand; but she let it 
fall suddenly, saying, “No, I vow I 
won't lick ye Christmas Day, if 
yer drive me crazy; but speak up 
smart, now, ’n’ say whether yer'd 
ruther give Jim Cullen half yer 
candy or go bare-legged ter the 
party?” The matter being put so 
plainly, Peoria collected her facul- 
ties, dried her tears, and chose 
the lesser evil, Clem having 
hastened the decisions by an af- 
fectionate wink that meant he’d 
go halves with her on his candy. 


“That’s a lady!” cried her moth- 
er. “Now, you young ones that 
ain’t doin’ nothin’, play all yer 
want ter before noontime, for aft- 
er ye git through eatin’ at twelve 
o'clock me ’n’ Sarah Maud’s goin’ 
ter give yer sech a washin’ ’n’ 
combin’ ’n’ dressin’ as yer never 
had before ’n’ never will ag’in like- 
ly, ’n’ then I’m goin’ to set yer 
down ‘n’ give yer two solid hours 
trainin’ in manners; ’n’ ’twon’t be 
no foolin’ neither.” 


“All we’ve got ter do’s go eat!” 
grumbled Peter. 


“Well, that’s enough,’ respond- 
ed his mother; ‘“there’s more’n 
one way of eatin’, let me tell yer, 
’n’ you’ve got a heap ter learn 
about it, Peter Ruggles. Land 
sakes, I wish you children could 
see the way I was fetched up to 
eat. I never took a meal o’ vittles 
in the kitchen before I married 
Ruggles; but yer can’t keep up 
that style with nine young one’s 
’n’ yer Pa always off ter sea.” 


The big Ruggleses worked so 
well, and the little Ruggleses kept 
from “under foot” so successfully, 
that by one o'clock nine complete 
toilets were laid out in solemn 
grandeur on the beds. I say ‘“com- 
plete”; but I do not know wheth- 
er they would be called so in the 
best society. The law of compen- 
sation had been well applied: he 
that had necktie had no cuffs; 
she that had sash had no hand- 
kerchief, and vice versa, but they 
all had shoes and aée certain 
amount of clothing, such as it 
was, the outside layer being in ev- 
ery case quite above criticism. 


“Now, Sarah Maud,” said Mrs. 
Ruggles, her face shining with 
excitement, “everything’s red up 
an’ we can begin. I’ve got a boiler 
'n’ a kettle ’n’ a pot o’ hot water. 
Peter, you go into the back bed- 
room, ’n’ I'll take Susan, Kitty, 
Peory, ’n’ Cornelius; ‘n’ Sarah 
Maud, you take Clem, ’n’ Eily, ’n’ 
Larry, one to a time. Scrub ’em 
’n’ rinse ’em, or ‘’tany rate, git’s 
fur’s yer can with ’em, ‘n’ then 
I'll finish ’em off while you do 
yerself.” 

Sarah - Maud _ couldn’t§ have 
scrubbed with any more decision 
and force if. she had been doing 
floors, and the little Ruggleses 
bore it bravely, not from natural 
heroism, but for the joy that was 
set before them. Not being satis- 
fied, however, with the “tone” of 
their complexions, and feeling that 
the number of freckles to the 
square inch was too many to be 
tolerated in the highest social cir- 
cles, she wound up operations by 
applying a little Bristol brick from 
the knife-board, which served as 
the proverbial “last straw,” from 
under which the little Ruggleses 


issued rather fed and raw and 
out of temper. When the clock 
struck four they were all clothed, 
and most of them in their right 
minds, ready for thosé last touch- 
es that always take the most time. 


Kitty’s red hair was curled in 
thirty-four ringlets, Sarah Maud’s 
was braided in one pig-tail, and 
Susan’s and Eily’s in two braids 
apiece, while Peoria’s resisted all 
advances in the shape of hair oils 
and stuck out straight on all sides. 
Then, exciting moment, came linen 
collars for some and neckties and 
bows for others—a magnificent 
green glass breast-pin was sewed 
into Peter’s purple necktie—and 
Eureka! the Ruggleses were 
dressed, and Solomon in all his 
glory was not arrayed like one 
of these! 


A row of seats was then formed 
directly through the middle of the 
kitchen. Of course, there were not 
quite chairs enough for ten, since 
the family had rarely wanted to 
Sit down all at once, somebody al- 
ways being out or in bed, or oth- 
erwise engaged, but the woodbox 
and the coal-hod finished out the 
line nicely, and nobody thought 
of grumbling. The children took 
their places according to age, Sa- 
rah Maud at the head and Larry 
on the coal-hod, and Mrs. Ruggles 
seated herself in front, surveying 
them proudly as she wiped the 
sweat of honest toil from her 
brow. 


“Well,” she exclaimed, “if I do 
Say so as shouldn't, I never see a 
cleaner, more stylish mess o’ chil- 
dren in my life! I do wish Rug- 
gles could look at ye for a minute! 
—Larry Ruggles, how many times 
have I got ter tell yer not ter 
keep pullin’ at yer sash? Haven't 
I told yer if it comes ontied, yer 


waist ’n’ skirt’ll part comp’ny in 
the middle, ’n’ then where'll yer 
be?—-Now, look me in the eye, 


all of yor! I’ve of’en told yer what 
kind of a family the McGrills was. 
I’ve got reason to be proud, good- 
ness knows! Your uncle is on the 
police force o’ New York City; 
you can take up the paper most 
any day an’ see his name printed 
right out James McGrili—'n’ I 
can’t have my childern fetched up 
common, like some folks’: when 
they go out they’ve got to have 
clo’es, and learn to act decent! 
Now, I want ter see how yer goin’ 
to behave when yer git there to- 
night. "Tain’t so awful easy as yer 
think ‘tis. Let’s start in at the 
beginnin’ ’n’ act out the whole 
business, Pile into the bedroom, 
there, every last one oO’ ye, ‘n’ 
show me how yer goin’ to go int’ 
the parlor. This’ll be the parlor, 
‘n’ Tll be Mis’ Bird.” 

The youngsters hustled into the 
next room in high glee, and Mrs. 
Ruggles drew herself up in the 
chair with an infinitely haughty 
and purse-proud expression that 
much better suited a descendant 
of the McGrills than modest Mrs. 
Bird. 

The bedroom was small, and 
there presently ensued such a clat- 
ter that you would have thought 
a herd of wild cattle had broken 
loose. The door opened, and they 
stragglied in, all the younger ones 
giggling, with Sarah Maud at the 
head, looking as if she had been 
caught in the act of stealing 
sheep; while Larry, being last in 
line, seemed to think the door 
a sort of gate of Heaven which 
would be shut in his face if he 
didn’t get there in time; accord- 
ingly he struggled ahead of his 
elders and disgraced himself by 
tumbling in head foremost. 


Mrs. Ruggles looked severe. 


The door opened, and they struggled in, all the younger ones, giggling, with Sarah 
Maud at the head, looking as if she had been catght in the act of stealing sheep. 


“There, I knew yer’d do it in some 
sech fool way! Now, go in there 
an’ try it over ag’in, every one oO’ 
ye, ’n’ if Larry can’t come in on 
two legs he can stay ter home— 
d’yer hear?”’ 

The matter began to assume a 
graver aspect; the little Ruggleses 
stopped giggling and backed into 
the bedroom, issuing presently 
with lock-step, Indian file, a 
scared and hunted expression on 
every countenance. 


“No, no, no!” cried Mrs. Rug- 
gles, in despair. “That’s worse yet; 
yer look for all the world like a 
gang o’ pris’ners! There ain’t no 
style ter that: spread out more, 
can't yer, 'n’ act kind o' careless- 
like—nobody's goin’ ter kill ye! 
That ain’t what a dinner-party 
is!” 

The third time brought deserved 
success, and the pupils took their 
seats in the row. “Now, yer know,” 
said Mrs. Ruggles impressively, 
“there ain't enough decent hats to 
go round, ’'n’ if there was I don’ 
know’s I'd let yer wear ’em, for 
the boys would never think to 
take 'em off when they got inside, 
for they never do—but, anyhow, 
there ain't enough good ones, Now, 
look me in the eye. You're only 
goin’ jest round the corner; you 
needn't wear no hats, none of yer, 
‘n’ when yer get int’ the parlor, 
‘n’ they ask yer ter lay off yer 
hats, Sarah Maud must speak up 
’n’ say it was sech a pleasant 
evenin’ 'n’ sech a short walk that 
yer left yer hats to home. Now, 
can yer remember?” 

All the little Ruggleses shouted, 
“Yes, marm!” in chorus. 

“What have you got ter do with 
it?”’ demanded their mother; “did 
I tell you to say it? Warn't I 
talkin’ ter Sara Maud?” 

The little Ruggleses hung their 
diminished heads. “Yes, marm,”’ 
they piped, more discreetly. 

“Now, we won't leave nothin’ 
to chance; get up all of ye, an’ try 
it.—Speak up, Sarah Maud.” 

Sarah Maud’s tongue clove to 
the roof of her mouth. 

“Quick!” 

“Ma thought—it was—sech a 
pleasant hat that we’d—we'd bet- 
ter leave our short walk to home,” 
recited Sarah Maud, in an agony 
of mental effort. 

This was too much for the boys. 
An earthquake of suppressed gig- 
gles swept all along the line. 

“Oh, whatever shall I do with 
yer?” moaned the unhappy moth- 
er; “I s’pouse I’ve got to learn 
it to yer!’—which she did, word 
for word, until Sarah Maud 
thought she could stand on her 
head and say it backwards. 

“Now, Cornelius, what are you 
goin’ ter say ter make yerself good 
comp ny?” 

“Do? Me? Dunno!” 
nelius, turning pale, 
pected responsibility. 

“Well, ye ain’t goin’ to set there 
like a bump on a log ’thout sayin’ 
a word ter pay for yer vittles, 
air ye? Ask Mis’ Bird how she’s 
feelin’ this evenin’, or if Mr. Bird’s 
hevin’ a busy season, or how this 
kind o’ weather agrees with him, 


with unex- 


or somethin’ like that.—Now, we'll 
make b’lieve we've got ter the 
dinner—that won't be so hard, 


‘cause wer'll have somethin’ to 
do—it’s awful bothersome to stan’ 
round an’ act stylish.—If they 
have napkins, Sarah Maud down 
to Peory may put ’em in their 
laps, ’n’ the rest of ye tuck ’em 
in yer necks. Don’t eat with yer 
fingers—don’t grab no vittles. off 
one ‘nother’s plates; don’t reach 
out for nothin’, but wait till yer 
asked, ‘n’ if you never git asked 
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don’t git up an’ grab it.—Don’t 
spill nothin’ on the tablecloth, or 
like’s not Mis’ Bird’ll send yer 
away from the table—’n’ I hope 
she will if yer do! (Susan! keep 
your handkerchief in your lap 
wheré Peory can borry it if she 
needs it, ‘n’ I hope she'll *know 
when she does need it, though I 
don’t expect it.) Now, we'll try 
a few things ter see how they'll 
go! Mr. Clement, do you eat 
cramb’ry sarse?” 


“Bet yer life!’’ cried Clem, who 
in the excitement of the moment 
had not taken in the idea exactly 
and had mistaken this for an or- 
dinary bosom-of-the-family ques- 
tion. 

“Clement McGill Ruggles, do 
you mean to tell me that you'd say 
that to a dinner-party? Ill give 
ye one more chance. Mr. Clement, 
will you take some of the cram- 
b’ry?” 

“Yes, marm, thank ye kindly, 
if you happen ter have any han- 
dy.” 

“Very good, indeed! But they 
won't give yer two tries tonight— 
yer just remember’ that!—Miss 
Peory, do you speak for white or 
dark meat?” 

“IT ain’t perticler as ter color— 
anything that nobody else wants 
will suit me,’ answered Peory 
with her best air. 

“First-rate! Nobody could speak 
more genteel] than that. Miss Kit- 
ty, will you have hard or soft 
sarse with your fruit cake?” 

“Hard or soft? Oh! A little of 
both, if you please, an’ m much 
obliged,”” said Kitty, bowing with 
decided ease and grace; at which 
all the other Ruggleses ‘pointed 
the finger of shame at her, and 
Peter grunted expressively, that 
their meaning might not be mis- 
taken. 

“You just stop your gruntin, 
Peter Ruggles; that warn’t gree- 
dy, that was all right. I wish I 
could git it inter your heads that 
it ain’t so much what yer Say, as 
the way you say it. An’ don’t keép 
starin’ cross-eyed at your necktie 
pin, or I'll take it out ’n’ sew it 
on to Clem or Cornelius: Sarah 
Maud’ll keep her eye on it, ’n’ if 
it turns broken side out she'll tell 
yer. Gracious! I shouldn’t think 
you'd ever seen nor worn no 
jool’ry in your life. Eily, you an’ 
Larry’s too little to train, so you 
just look at the rest an’ do’s they 
do, *h’ the Lord have mercy on 
ye 'n’ help ye to act decent! Now, 
is there anything more ye'd like 
to practice?” 

“If yer tell me one more thing, 
I can’t set up an’ eat,” said Peter 
gloomily; “I’m so cram full 0’ 
manners now, I’m ready ter bust, 
'thout no dinner at all.” 

“Me, too,” chimed in Cornelius. 

“Well, I’m sorry for yer both,” 
rejoined Mrs. Ruggles sarcastical- 
ly; “if the ‘mount oO’ manners 
yerve got on hand now trouble 
ye, you're dreadful easy hurt! 
Now, Sarah Maud, after dinner, 
about once in so often, you must 
git up ‘n’ say, ‘I guess we'd bet- 
ter be goin,’ ’n’ if they say, ‘Oh 
no, set a while longer,’ yer can 
set; but if they don’t say nothin’, 
you've got ter get up ‘n’ go.— 


Now, hev yer got that int’ yer 
head?” 
“About once in so Often!’ Could 


any words in the language be 
fraught with more terrible and 
wearing uncertainty? 

“Well,” answered Sarah Maud 
mournfully, “seems as if this 
whole dinner-party set right 
square on top o’ me! Mebbe I 
could manage my own manners, 
but to manage nine mannerses is 
worse’n staying to home!” 

“Oh, don’t fret,’ said her moth- 
er, good-naturedly, now that the 
lesson was over; “I guess you’lH git 
along. I wouldn’t mind if folks 
would only say, ‘Oh, children will 
be children’; but they won't. 
They'll say, ‘Land o’ Goodness, 
who fetched them children up?’— 
It’s quarter past five, ’n’ yer can 
go now :—remember ’bout the hats 
—don't all talk ter once—Susan, 
lend yer han’kerchief ter Peory— 
Peter, don't keep screwin’ yer 
scarf-pin—Cornelius, hold yer head 
up straight—Sarah Maud, don’t 
take yer eyes. off o’ Larry, ’n’, 
Larry, you keep holt o’ Sarah 
Maud ’n’ do jest as she says— 
'n’ whatever you do, all of yer, 
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mever forgit for one seconc that 
yer mother was a McGrill.” 


VI 


“When the Pie Was Opened 
the Birds Began to Sing” 
The children went out of the 
back door quietly, and were pres- 
ently lost to sight, Sarah Maud 
slipping and stumbling along ab- 
sent mindedly, as she recited rap- 
idly under her breath, “Itwassucha 
pleasantevening’n’suchashortwalk, 
that wethoughtwe'dleaveourhats- 
tohome.—Itwassuchapleasanteven- 
in’n’suchashortwalk, that | we- 
thouhtwe' dleaveourhatstohome.” 


Peter rang the door-bell, and 
presently a servant admitted 
them, and, whispering something 
in Sarah’s ear, drew her down- 
stairs into the kitchen. The other 
Ruggleses stood in horror-strick- 
en groups as the door closed be- 
hind their commanding officer; 
but there was no time for reflec- 
tion, for a voice from above was 


heard, saying, “Come right up- 
stairs, please!” 
“Theirs not to make reply, 
Theirs not to reason why, 
Theirs but to do or die.” 
Accordingly they walked  up- 
stairs, and Elfrida, the nurse, 


ushered them into a room more 
splendid than anything they had 
ever seen. But, oh, woe! where 
was Sarah Maud! and was it Fate 
that Mrs. Bird should say, at once, 
“Did you lay your hats in the 
hall?” Peter felt himself elected 
by circumstance the head of the 
family, and, casting one imploring 
look at tongue-tied Susan, stand- 
ing next him, said huskily, “It 
was so very pleasant—that—tthat 
——" “That we hadn't good hats 
enough to go ‘round,” put in little 
Susan, bravely, to help him out, 
and then froze with horror that 
the ill-fated words had slipped off 
her tongue. 

However, Mrs. Bird said, pleas- 
antly, “Of course you wouldn't 
wear hats such a short distance— 
I forgot when I asked. Now, will 
you come right in to Carol's 
room? She is so anxious to see 
you.” 

Just then Sarah Maud came up 
the back stairs, so radiant with 
joy from her secret interview with 
the cook that Peter could have 
pinched her with a clear con- 
science; and Carol gave them a 
joyful welcome. “But where is 
Baby Larry?” she cried, looking 
over the group with searching 
eye. “Didn’t he come?” 

“Larry! Larry!’ Good gracious, 
where was Larry? They were all 
sure that he had come in with 
them, for Susan remembered 
scolding him for tripping over the 
door mat. Uncle Jack went into 
convulsions of laughter. “Are you 
sure there were nine of you?” he 
asked, merrily. 

“I think so, sir,” said Peoria 
timidly; “but anyhow, where was 
Larry?” And she showed signs of 


weeping. 
“Oh, well, cheer up!” cried 
Uncle Jack. “Probably he’s not 


lost—only mislaid. I'll go and find 
him before you can say Jack Rob- 
inson!”’ 

“T’ll go, too, if you please, sir,” 
said Sarah Maud, “for it was my 
place to mind him, an’ if he’s lost 
I can’t relish my vittles!” 

The other Ruggleses stood root- 
ed to the floor. Was this a dinner- 
party, forsooth; and if so, why 
were such things ever spoken of 
as festive occasions? 

Sarah Maud went out through 
the hall,.calling, “Larry! Larry!” 
and without any interval of sus- 
pense a thin voice piped up from 
below, “Here I be!” 

The truth was that Larry, being 
deserted by his natural guardian, 
dropped behind the rest, and wrig- 
gled into the hat-tree to wait for 
her, having no notion of walking 
unprotected into the jaws of a 
fashionable entertainment. Find- 
ing that she did not come, he 
tried to crawl from his refuge and 
call somebody, when—dark and 


upstairs, and soon had him in 
breathless fits of laughter, while 
Carol so made the other Ruggleses 
forget themselves that they were 
presently talking like accom- 
plished diners-out. 


Carol’s bed had been moved in- 
to the farthest corner of the room, 
and she was lying on the outside, 
dressed in a wonderful dressing- 
gown that looked like a fleecy 
cloud. Her golden hair fell in fluf- 
fy curls over her white forehead 
and neck, her cheeks flushed deli- 
cately, her eyes beamed with joy, 
and the children told their moth- 
er afterwards that she looked as 
beautiful as the angels in the pic- 
ture books. 


There was a great bustle behind 
a huge screen in another part of 
the room, and at half past five 
this was taken away, and the 
Christmas dinner-table stood re- 
vealed. What a wonderful sight it 
was to the poor little Ruggles 
children, who ate their sometimes 
scanty meals on the kitchen table! 
It blazed with tall colored candles, 
it gleamed with glass and silver, 
it blushe@ with flowers, it groaned 
with good things to eat; so it 
was not strange that the Rug- 
gleses, forgetting altogether that 
their mother was a McGrill, 
shrieked in admiration ofthe fairy 
spectacle. But Larry’s behavior 
was the most disgraceful, for he 
stood not upon the order of his 
going, but went at once for a 
high chair that pointed unmistak- 
ably to him, climbed up like a 
squirrel, gave a comprehensive 
look at the turkey, clapped his 
hands in ecstasy, rested his fat 
arms on the table, and cried with 
joy, “I beat the hull lot o’ yer!” 
Carol laughed until she cried, giv- 
ing orders, meanwhile—‘Uncle 
Jack, please sit at-the head, Sarah 
Maud at the foot, and that will 
leave four on each side; Mamma is 
going to help Elfrida, so that the 
children need not look after each 
other, but just have a good time.” 

A sprig of holly lay by each 
plate, and nothing would do but 
each little Ruggles must leave his 
seat and have it pinned on by 
Carol, and as each course was 
served, one of them pleaded to 
take something to her. There was 
hurrying to and fro, I can assure 
you, for it is quite a difficult mat- 
ter to serve a Christmas dinner 
on the third floor of a great city 
house; but if it had been necessary 
to carry every dish up a rope 
ladder the servants would gladly 
have done so. There were turkey 
and chicken, with delicious gravy 
and stuffing, and there were half 
a dozen vegetables, with cranber- 
ry jelly, and celery, and pickles; 
and as for the way these delicacies 
were served, the Ruggleses never 
forgot it as long as they lived. 

Peter nudged Kitty, who sat 
next to him, and said, “Look, will 
yer, evry feller’s got his own 
partic’lar butter; I s’pose that’s to 
show you can eat that ’n’ no more. 
No, it ain’t either, for that pig 
of a Peory’s just gettin’ another 
helpin’!” 

“Yes,”’ whispered Kitty, “‘an’ the 
napkins is marked with big red 
letters! I wonder if that’s so no- 
body’ll nip ’em; an* oh, Peter, look 
at the pictures stickin’ right on 
ter the dishes! Did yer ever?”’ 

“The plums is all took out o’ my 
cramb’ry sarse an’ it’s friz to a 
stiff jell’!’ whispered Peoria, in 
wild excitement. 

“Hi—yah! I got a wish-bone!” 
sang Larry, regardless of Sarah 
Maud’s frown; after which she 
asked to have his seat changed, 
giving as excuse that he ‘gen’ally 
set beside her, an’ would feel 
strange’; the true reason being 
that she desired to kick him gent- 
ly, under the table, whenever he 
passed what might be termed “the 
McGrill line.” 

“T declare to goodness,” mur- 
mured Susan, on the other side, 
“there’s so much to look at I can’t 
scarcely eat nothin’!” 


“Bet yer life I can!” said Peter, 
who had kept one servant busily 
employed ever since he sat down; 
for, luckily, no one was asked by 
Uncle Jack whether he would have 
a second helping, but the dishes 
were quietly passed under their 
noses, and ‘not a single Ruggles 
refused anything that was offered 
him, even unto the seventh time. 


Then, when Carol and Uncle 
Jack perceived that more turkey 
was a physical impossibility, the 
meats were taken off and the des- 
sert was brought in—a _ dessert 
that would have frightened a 
strong man after such a dinner as 
had preceded it. Not so the Rug- 
gleses—for a strong man is noth- 
ing to a small boy—and they kin- 
dled to the dessert as if the tur- 
key had been a dream and the six 
vegetables an optical _ delusion. 
There -were fruit cakes, mince-pie, 
and ice cream; and there were 
nuts, and raisins, and oranges. 
Kitty chose ice cream, explaining 
that she knew it “by sight, though 
she hadn’t never tasted none”; but 
all the rest took the entire varie- 
ty, without any regard to conse- 
quences. 

“My dear child,’ whispered 
Uncle Jack, as he took Carol an 
orange, “there is no doubt about 
the necessity of this feast, but I 
do advise you after this to have 
them twice a year, or quarterly 
perhaps, for the way these chil- 
dren eat-is positively dangerous; 
I assure you I tremble for that 
terrible Peoria. I’m going to run 
races with her after dinner.” 


“Never mind,” laughed Carol; 
“let them have enough for once; 
it does my heart good to see them, 
and they shall come oftener next 
year.” 

The feast being over, the Rug- 
gleses lay back in the chairs lang- 
uldly, like little gorged boa con- 
strictors, and the table was 
cleared in a trice. Then a door 
was opened into the next room, 
and there, in a corner facing 
Carol’s bed, which had _. been 
wheeled as close as possible, stood 
the brilliantly lighted Christmas 
tree, glittering with gilded walnuts 
and tiny silver balloons, and 
wreathed with snowy chains of 
pop-corn. The presents had been 
bought mostly with Carol’s story- 
money, and were selected after 
long consultations with Mrs. Bird. 
Each girl had a blue knitted hood, 
and each boy a red crocheted com- 
forter, all made by Mamma, Carol, 
and Elfrida. (“Because if you buy 
everything, it doesn’t show so 
much love,” said Carol.) Then 
every girl had a pretty plaid dress 
of a different color, and every boy 
a warm coat of the right size. 
Here the useful presents stopped, 
and they were quite enough; but 
Carol had pleaded to give them 
something “for fun.” 

So Carol had her way, as she 
generally did; but it was usually a 
good way, which was fortunate, 
under the circumstances; and 
Sarah Maud had a set of Miss Al- 
cott’s books, and Peter a modest 
Silver watch, Cornelius a_ tool- 
chest, Clement a dog-house for his 
lame puppy, Larry a magnificent 
Noah's ark, and each of the young- 
er girls a beautiful doll. 

You can well believe that every- 
body was very merry and very 
thankful. All the family, from Mr. 
Bird down to the cook, said that 
they had never seen so much hap- 
piness in the space of three hours; 
but it had to end, as all things 
do. The candles flickered and went 
out, the tree was left alone with 
its glided ornaments, and Mrs. 
Bird sent the children downstairs 
at half past eight, thinking that 
Carol looked tired. 

“Now, my darling, you have 
done quite enough for one day,” 
said Mrs. Bird, getting Carol in- 
to her little nightgown. “I’m 
afraid you will feel worse tomor- 
row, and that would be a sad end- 
ing to such a charming evening.” 

“Oh, wasn’t it a lovely, lovely 


time?” sighed Carol. “From first 
to last, everything was just right. 
I shall never forget Larry’s face 
when he looked at the turkey; 
nor Peter's when he saw his 
watch; nor the sweet, sweet Kit- 
ty’s smile when she .kissed her 
dolly; nor the tears in poor, dull 
Sarah Maud’s eyes when _ she 
thanked me for her books; nor—’” 


“But we mustn't talk any long- 
er about it tonight,” said Mrs. 
Bird, anxiously; “you are too tired, 
dear.” 

“T am not so very tired, Mam- 
ma. I have felt well all day; not 
a bit of pain anywhere. Perhaps 
this has done me good.” 


“Perhaps; I hope so. There was 
no noise or confusion; it was just 
a merry time. Now, may I close 
the door and leave you alone, 
dear? Papa and I will steal in 
softly by and by to see if you are 
all right; but I think you need to 
be very quiet.” 

“Oh, I’m willing to stay by my- 
self; but.I am not sleepy yet, and 
I am going to hear the music you 
know.” 

“Yes, I have opened the window 
a little, and put the screen in front 
of it, so that you won't feel the 
air.” 

“Can I have the shutters open? 
And won’t you turn my bed, 
please? This morning I woke ever 
so early, and one bright, beauti- 
ful star shone in that eastern win- 
dow. I never noticed it before, 
and I thought of the Star of the 
East, that guided the wise men 
to the place where the baby Jesus 


was. Good-night, Mamma. Such 
a happy, happy day!” 
“Good-night, my precious 


Christmas Carol—Mother’s bless- 
ed Christmas child.” 

“Bend your head a minute, 
Mother dear,’ whispered Carol, 
calling her mother back. “Mam- 
ma, dear, I do think that we have 
kept Christ’s birthday this time 
just as He would like it. Don't 
you?” 

“T am sure of it,” said Mrs. Bird 
softly. 


Vil 


The Birdling Flies Away 


The Ruggleses had finished a 
last romp in the library with Paul 
and Hugh, and Uncle Jack had 
taken them home and stayed a 
while to chat with Mrs. Ruggles, 
who opened the door for them, 
her face all aglow with excitement 
and delight. When Kitty and Clem 
showed her the oranges and nuts 
that they had kept for her, she 
astonished them by saying that 
at six o’clock Mrs. Bird had sent 
her in the finest dinner she had 
ever seen in her life; and not only 
that, but a piece of dress-goods 
that must have cost a dollar a 
yard if it cost a cent. 

As Uncle Jack went down the 
rickety steps he looked back into 
the window for a last glimpse of 
the family, as the children gath- 
ered about their mother, showing 
their beautiful presents again and 
again—and then upward to a win- 
dow in the great house yonder. 
“A little child shall lead them,” 
he thought. “Well, if—if anything 
ever happens to Carol, I will take 
the Ruggleses under my wing.” 

“Softly, Uncle Jack,’ whispered 
the boys, as he walked into the 
library a while later. “We are 
listening to the music in the 
church. The choir has sung ‘Carol, 
brothers, carol,’ and now we think 
the organist is beginning to play 
‘My ain countree’ for Carol.” 

“T hope she hears it,” said Mrs. 
Bird; “but they are very late to- 
night, and i dare not speak to her 
lest she should be asleep. It is ai- 
most ten o'clock.” 

The boy soprano, clad in white 
Surplice, stood in the organ loft. 
The light shone full upon his 
crown of fair hair, and his pale 
face, with its serious blue eyes, 
looked paler than usual, Perhaps 
it was something in the tender 
thrill of the voice, or in the sweet 
words, but there were tears in 
many eyes, both in the church and 
in the great house next door. 


. 7 


The Big Engineer 


Thomas Edison said: “No one can study 


Aw the birdies warble blythely, 
For my Faether made them sae; 

But these sights an’ these soun’s 
Will as naething be to me, 

When I hear ‘the angels singin’ 
In my ain countree. 


‘Like a bairn to its mither, 
A wee birdie to its nest, 

I fain would be gangin’ noo 
Unto my Faether’s breast; 

For He gathers in His arms 
Helpless, worthless lambs 

me, 

An carries them Himsel’ 

To his ain countree’ 


like 


There were tears in many eyes, 
but not in Carol’s. The loving 
heart had quietly ceased to beat, 
and the “wee birdie” in the great 
house had flown to its “home 
nest.”’ Carol had fallen asleep! But 
as to the song, I think perhaps, I 
can not say, she heard it after 
all! 

* ao % 

So sad an ending to a happy 
day! Perhaps—to those who were 
left; and yet Carol’s mother, even 
in the freshness of her grief, was 
glad that her darling had slipped 
away on the loveliest day of her 
life, out of its glad content, into 
everlasting peace. 


She was glad that she had gone 
as she had come, on the wings 
of song, when all the world was 
brimming over with joy; glad of 
every grateful smile, of every joy- 
ous burst of laughter, of every 
loving thought and word and deed 
the dear last day had brought. 


Sadness reigned, it is true, in 
the little house behind the garden; 
and one day poor Sarah Maud, 
with a courage born of despair, 
threw on her hood and shaw/, 
walked straight to a certain house 
a mile away, up the marble steps 
into good Dr. Bartol’s office, fall- 
ing at his feet as she cried, “Oh, 
sir, it was me an’ our children 
that went to Miss Carol’s last 
dinner-party, an’ if we made her 
worse we can’t never be happy 
again!” Then the kind old gentle- 
man took her rough hand in his 
and told her to dry her tears, for 
neither she nor any of her flock 
had hastened Carol’s flight; in- 
deed, he said that had it not been 
for the strong hopes and wishes 
that filled her tired -heart, she 
could not have stayed long enough 
to keep that last merry Christmas 
with her dear ones. 


And so the old years, fraught 
with memories, die, one after an- 
other, and the new years, bright 
with hopes, are born to take their 
places; but Carol lives again in 
every chime of Christmas bells 
that peal glad tidings, and in ev- 
ery Christmas anthem sung by 
childish voices. 


(Reprinted by kind permission of the 
Houghton Mifflin Ce.) 


Dr. Bob Jones Says: “It is 
all right for charity to begin 
at home; but if it is the right 
kind of charity, it will call on 
the neighbors once in a while.” 


Sermon 


ena believer and lover. 


Outlines 


for rea Years 


Just what you need—busy 
pastor, seminary student, Bible 
teacher, missionary, young 

people’s leader, evangelist, 

Sunday school teacher and Bibla, 


>/ COVERS EVERY 
IMPORTANT BIBLE DOCTRINE 


102 outlines, each completely developed. Scriptutes 


dreadful ending to a tragic day— 
‘the found that he was too much 
intertwined with umbrellas and 
canes to move a single step. He 
was afraid to yell (when I have 
said this of Larry Ruggles I have 
pictured a state of helpless terror 
that ought to wring tears from 
every eye); and the sound of 
{ Sarah Maud’s beloved voice, some 
seconds later, was like a strain 
of angel music in his ears. Uncle 
gack dried his tears, carried him 


centered, easy to present and follow. Complete list 
of 102 subject titles free of charge. You will be 
amazed at their soul-searching scope. These Bible 
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Seven series of 14 outlines or more. Each only 
50c, All 7 series yours for $3.50. Order one or all 7 
today. A’sarmple will convince you of the value 
of them all. 

_ Endorsed by Rev. Wendell Loveless; Dr. MR. DeHadh, 
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‘I am far frae my hame, 
I am weary aften whiles 
For the langed-for hame-bringiv’, 
Aw my Faether’s welcome 
smiles ; 
An’ I'll neer be fu’ content, 
Until my e’en do see 
The gowden gates o’ Heaven - 
In my ain countree, 


' 


‘The earth is decked wi’ flow’rs, 
Mony tinted, fresh an’ gay, 


“Hi-yah! I got a wish-bone!” sang Larry, 


